
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



kB'^oo^s.c J/ ) 



DarvarD CoUede Xil>rari^ 




BOUGHT WITH MONEY 
RECEIVED FROM THE 
SALE OF DUPUCATES 



Tbit Edition is Umitod to 
» thowiaad and twtoty-fiTe eopies 
all mimbored 



NOr 



l^X- 

hi 



THE WORKS OF 

GEORGE MEREDITH 

POEMS 
III 



THE WORKS OF 

GEORGE MEREDITH 



VOLUME XXXI 




WESTMINSTER 
ARCHIBALD CONSTABLE AND CO. 
2 WHITEHALL GARDENS 
1898 



/<£A^(yo/'^r:>/ 



)-> 




^Uf^lCc^Ct 



Copyright in the 

United Statef of America by 

George Meredith, 1898 



POEMS 

VOLUME 
III 



CONTENTS 

THE EMPTY PURSE, ETC. 

Pag« 

Wind on the Lyre, .... 3 

That was the cUrp ^ Ariel 

The Youthftil Quest, .... 4 

Hia Lady qneen of woods to mee t, 

The Empty Parse, .... 5 

Thoii» nm to the diy oo tUs wayakle bank, 

Jump-to-Glory Jane, . .37 

A terdatkm came oo Jane, 

ODES 

To the Comic Spirit, . .53 

Sword <tf Common Sense t— 

Youth in Memory, .70 

Days, when the ball of onr vision 

VERSES 

Penetration and Trust, .83 

Sleek as a lisard at roimd of a stone, 



CONTENTS 

ODES: continued 

Night of Frost in May» .85 

TJnth sptendonr <tf a sQver day, 

The Teaching of the Node^ . .89 

A Satyr spied a Goddess in her bath» 

Breath of the Briar^ . .91 

O briar^cents, on yon wet wing: 

EmpedocleSy . • .92 

He leaped. WWi none to hinder, 

To Colonel Charles, . , .94 

An English heart, my commandant, 

England before the Storm, • .99 

The day that is the night <tf days, 

Tardy Spring, . .101 

How the Horth wind ceases, 

Joggling Jerry, ..... 104 

Pitch here the tent, while the old horse graces: 

The Old Chartist, . .110 

Whate'er I be, old England is my dam t 

Martin's Puzzle, .117 

There she goes np the street with her book in her hand, 

Marian, . . . . . .122 

She can be as wise as we. 



CONTENTS 
POEMS WRITTEN IN EARLY YOUTH: 1851 

Pag« 

The Olive Branph^ . . .127 

A dote flew with aa Olif« BnMh ; 

Song, . . . . .131 

Love within the lover't I 



The Wild Rose and the Snowdrop, • 131 

The Snowdrop Is the prophet of the floweiB ; 

The Death of Winter, • . .133 

Vhen April with her wild btae eje 

Song, . . . . .134 

The moon It atone In the dqr 

John Lackland, . . .134 

A wicked man Is bad enoogh on earth ; 

The Sleeping City, . . .135 

A princeaa in the eastern tato 

The Poetry of Chancer, .139 

Grey with an hononrs of affe I but fresh-lBatared and 
mddy 

The Poetry of Spenser, . .139 

Lakes wliere the simsheen Is mystic with spleadomr 
and softness; 

The Poetry of Shakespeare, . .139 

Pictnre some Iste smOfaiff green 'mid the wtilte- 



CONTENTS 

POEMS WRITTEN IN EARLY YOUTH: continued 
The Poetry of Milton, • . . .139 

Likelto some deep-cheited organ n^oae gxand 
iii8pinti(Mi« 

The Poetry of Southey, . . .139 

Keen as an eagle i^oae flight towards the dhn 
enipyrean 

The Poetry of Coleridge, • .140 

A brook (^andng under green leaves, self-delight- 
ing, exalting, 

The Poetry of Shelley, .140 

See'st thon a Skylark whose gUstenhig winglets 
ascending 

The Poetry of Wordsworth, • . .140 

A breath of the mountains, firesh bom in the regions 
majestic. 

The Poetry of Keats, . .140 

The song of a nis^thigale sent thro' a slnmbroos 
valley, 

Violets, 140 

violets, riiy violets I 

Angelic Love, . . • • .141 

Angelic love that stoops with heavenly lips 

TwiUght Music, 142 

Know yon the low pervadhig breese 



CONTENTS 

POEMS WRITTEN IN EARLY YOUTH: continued 

Requiem, 143 

Wbere £km are Imeteat, where ^yeUdt are dewtat, 

The Flower of the Ruins, . .144 

Take thj lute and ibiff 

The Rape of Aurora, . . .146 

NeveTf O oererf 

South-West Wind in the Woodland, . . 148 

The aOeace of prehided aong— 

Will o* the Wisp, . . .151 

Follow me, follow me, 

Song, 153 

Fair and fidae I No dawn win greet 

Song, 153 

Two wedded lovera watched the riafaiff mooo. 

Song, 154 

I cannot loae thee for a day, 

Daphne, . • • . . .155 

nnafaiff oo the 6ite of Daphne, 

London by Lamplight, . . . .169 

There atanda a ifaiger hi the atreet. 

Song, 173 

Under bonghs of breatUng Kay, 



CONTENTS 
POEMS WRITTEN IN EARLY YOUTH: continued 

Pag* 

Pastorals, « , . . 174-181 

L How tweet oo snany afternooiis, .174 

VL Yon npland slope vsibkh hides the son 175 

iii. Now standfaig on this hedfi:eside peth, 177 

hr. Lo,«s« tree, whose wintry twigs 178 

▼• Now from the meadow floods the wHd dock cUunoon^ 178 

vL How barren would this valley be, • • .179 

viL Snmmer glows warm on the meadows, and ^wed- 
well, and gold-cnps, and daisies, 179 

Song: spring, • • • • .181 

When bnds of pafan do bnrst and ^vead 

Song: Autumn^. • • . • 182 

When nnts behind the haseMeaf 

Love in the Valley, • • .182 

Under yonder beech-tree standing oo the green-ewaid, 
Beauty Rohtraut, • • • • 185 

What is the name of King Ringang's daoghter.? 

To a Skylark, . . . . .186 

• • • 

Oskylai^c! I see thee and call thee Joy I 
Sorrows and Joys, • • • .186 

Bnry thy sorrows, and they shaU rise 

Song, • • • • •« • 187 

The Flower onfolds ili dawning cop, 



CONTENTS 
POEMS WRITTEN IN EARLY YOUTH: continued 

Page 

Song, 188 

Thon to me art such « apriiiff » 

Antigone, • • . .189 

Tbe boried voice beepeke Aot^rooe. 

190 

Swathed round in miit and crowa'd with dondy 

Song, .191 

No, no, the lyUng bloMom ia no algn 

The Two Blackbirds, • .191 

A Blackbird in a wicker cage, 

Jttly> 193 

Bine Ja|j,bris:ht July, 

Song, 194 

I would I were the drop of rain 

Song, 195 

Come to me to any afaape I 

The Shipwreck of Idomeneus, . . 196 

Swept fixmi hia fleet upon that fatal night 

The Longest Day, . .206 

On yonder hiUa aoft twUight dweOa 



CONTENTS 
POEMS WRITTEN IN EARLY YOUTH: continued 



To Robin Redbreast, • 

Metrilj 'mid the iMled leaves, 



Pag* 

. 207 



Song, 



208 



The dalqr now is ont npon the green ; 



Sunrise, . . . • . .209 

The donds are withdrawn 

Pictures of the Rhine, • . 212-214 

L The sphit of Romance dies not to tlioae 212 

ii. Abont a mile beUnd the viny banks, 212 

iii. Fresh blows the early breeie,oor San is foil; 218 

hr. Between the two white breasts of her we love, 218 

▼• Hark! how the bitter winter breeses blow. 214 

vL Rare is the loveUnesB of slow decay! 214 

To a Nightingale, • . .214 
O nightingale I how hast thon learnt 



POEMS FROM < MODERN LOVE': 1862 

Grandfother Bridgeman, • . .216 

'Heigh, boysl' cried GrandfiUher Bridgeman, <it's 
time before dhmer to-day/ 

The Meeting, . . .224 

The old coach-road through a common of forse, 



CONTENTS 

POEMS FROM 'MODERN LOVE': continued 

The Sugar's Soliloquy, • 225 

Now, tUi, to my notioot is pleownt cbter, 

Cassandra, • . • . . 229 

Csplive 00 o totfifpk ihoroy 
The Young Usurper, .... 233 

Ob wif dsrUo^s booooi 

Margaret's Bridal-Eve, . .233 

The old grej mother tlie tbrmmiied oo her koee : 



The Head of Bran the Blest, . .239 

I the Head of Bnm 



By Morning TwiUght, . .242 

Night, like a dyioff mother, 

Autumn Even-Song, • . • • 242 

The long cloud edged with atremmhig giej. 

Unknown Fair Faces, . • • « 243 

Though I am fidthfiil to my loves lived throogh, 

Phantasy, « ' . • • « 243 

Vithhi a Temfile of the Toes, 

Shemselnihar, . . .249 

O my lover I the oight like a hroad smooth wave 

A Roar thro' the Tall Twin Elm-Trees, • 250 
A roar thro' the tall twfai dm-trees 



CONTENTS 
POEMS FROM ^MODERN LOVE': continued 

Pag* 

When I would image, . .250 

When t weald ioMge her featnies, 

I chafe at Darkness, • . .251 

I chafe at darknen In the nig^ht, 

By the Rosanna, . . .252 

The old gr^ Alp has cangfat the dond, 

Ode to the Spirit of Earth in Autumn, . 252 

Pair nother Earth Uj on her back last night, 

The Doe : A Fragment, • . .259 

And— 'Yonder look I yohol yoho 1 

SCATTERED POEMS 

Invitation to the Country, .267 

Now tis spring on wood and woldy 

The Sweet o' the Year, . . .269 

Now the frog, all lean and weak, 

The Song of Courtesy, . . .270 

When Sir Gawaha was led to Us bridal-bed, 

The Three Maidens, . .272 

There were three maidens met on the highway ; 



CONTENTS 
SCATTERED POEMS: continued 

Pag* 

The Crown of Love, . -273 

O miglit I load 1117 arms wtth tliae, 
Lines to a Friend visiting America, • • 274 

Now fiurewell to yon I yon are 

On the Danger of War, .281 

Avert, Hig:h Wladom, never vainly wooed, 

To Cardinal Blanning, . . .282 

I, wakefnl for the skylark voice in men, 

To Children: For Tsrrants, . .282 

strike not thy dog: with a stick I 

A Stave of Roving Tim, • .285 

The wind is East, the wind is West, 

On Hearing the News from Venice, • . 288 

Now dumb is he who waked the world to speak, 
The Riddle for Men, . .289 

This Riddle rede or die, 



THE EMPTY PURSE 
ETC. 



31— A 
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WIND ON THE LYRE 

That was the chirp of Ariel 
You heard, as overhead it jBew, 
The farther going more to dwell. 
And wing our green to wed our blue ; 
But whether note of joy or knell, 
Not his own Father-singer knew; 
Nor yet can any mortal tell, 
Save only how it shivers through ; 
The breast of us a sounded shell. 
The blood of us a lighted dew. 
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THE YOUTHFUL QUEST 

His Lady queen of woods to meet^ 
He wanders day and night: 

The leaves have whisperings discreet, 
The mossy ways invite. 

Across a lustrous ring of space, 
By covert hoods and caves, 

Is promise of her secret face 
In film that onward waves. 

For darkness is the light astrain, 
Astrain for light the dark. 

A grey moth down a larches' lane 
Unwinds a ghostly spark. 

Her lamp he sees, and young desire 
Is fed while cloaked she flies. 

She quivers shot of violet fire 
To ash at look of. eyes. 
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THE EMPTY PURSE 

A SERMON TO OUR LATER PRODIQAL SON 

Thou, run to the dry on this wayside bank. 
Too plainly of all the propellers bereft I 

Quenched youth, and is that thy purse? 
Even such limp slough as the snake has left 
Slack to the gale upon spikes of whin, 
For cast-off coat of a life gone blank 
In its frame of a grin at the seeker, is thine ; 

And thine to crave and to curse 

The sweet thing once within. 
Accuse him : some devil committed the theft, 

Which leaves of the portly a skin. 

No more; of the weighty a whine. 

Pursue him: and first, to be sure of his track, 
Over devious ways that have led to this. 

In the stream's consecutive line. 

Let mem^ory lead thee back 
To where waves Morning her fleur-de-lys, 
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Unflushed at the front of the roseate door 
Unopened yet: never shadow there 

Of a Tartarus lighted by Dis 

For souls whose cry is, alack ! 
An ivory cradle rocks, apeep 
Through his eyelashes' laugh, a breathing pearl. 

There the young chief of the animals wore 
A likeness to heavenly hosts^ unaware 
Of his love of himself; with the hours at leap. 
In a dingle away from a rutted highroad, 
Around him the earliest throstle and merle. 
Our human smile between milk and sleep. 

Effervescent of Nature he crowed. 
Fair was that season ; furl over furl 
The banners of blossom ; a dancing floor 
This earth; very angels the clouds; and fair 
Thou on the tablets of forehead and breast : 
Careless, a centre of vigilant care. 
Thy mother kisses an infietnt curl. 
The room of the toys was a boundless nest, 
A kingdom the field of the games. 
Till entered the craving for more. 
And the worshipped small body had aims. 
6 
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A good little idoU u records attest. 
When they tell of him lightly appeased in a scream 
By sweets and caresses : he gave but sign^ 
That the heir of a purse-plumped dominant race^ 
Accustomed to plenty, not dumb would pine«. 
Almost magician, his earliest dream 

Was lord of the unpossessed 

For a look ; himself and his chase, 

As on pu£b of a wind at whirl. 

Made one in the wink of a gleam. 

She kisses a locket curl. 
She conjures to vision a cherub foce, 

When her butterfly counted his day 

All meadow and flowers, mishap 

Derided, and taken for play 

The fling of an urchin's cap. 

When her butterfly showed him an eaglet born, 

For preying too heedlessly bred. 

What a heart clapped in thee then ! 

With what filler colours of morn ! 
And high to the uttermost heavens it flew, 

Swift as on poet's pen. 

It flew to be wedded, to wed 
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Hie mystery scented around : 

Issue of flower and dew. 

Issue of light and sound : 

Thinner than either; a thread 

Spun of the dream they threw 

To kindle, allure, evade. 
It ran the sea-wave, the garden's dance, 
To the forest's dark heart down a dappled glade ; 

Led on by a perishing glance. 

By a twinkle's eternal waylaid. 
Woman, the name was, when she took form ; 
Sheaf of the wonders of life. She fled. 
Close imaged; she neared, far seen. How she made 
Palpitate earth of the living and dead ! 
Did she not show thee the world designed 
Solely for loveliness ? Nested warm. 
The day was the morrow in flight. And for thee. 
She muted the discords, tuned, refined; 
Drowned sharp edges beneath her cloak. 
Eye of the waters, and throb of the tree, 
Sliding on radiance, winging from shade. 
With her witch*whisper o'er ruini^ in reeds. 
She sang low the song of her promise delayed ; 
Beckoned and died, as a finger of smoke 
8 
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Astream over woodland. And was not she 
History's heroines white on storm? 
Remember her summons to valorous deeds. 
Shone she a lure of the honey-bag swarm. 
Most was her beam on the knightly : she led 
For the honours of manhood more than the prize ; 

Waved her magnetical yoke 

Whither the warrior bled. 

Ere to the bower of sighs. 
And shy of her secrets she was ; under deeps 
Plunged at the breath of a thirst that woke 
The dream in the cave where the Dreaded sleeps. 

Away over heaven the young heart flew. 
And caught many lustres, till some one said 
(Or was it the thought into hearing grew?), 

Not thou as commoner men ! 

Thy stature puffed and it swayed, 

It stiffened to royal-erect; 

A brassy trumpet brayed; 

A whirling seized thy head ; 

The vision of beauty was flecked. 

Note well the how and the when. 

The thing that prompted and sped. 

9 
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Thereanon the keen passions clapped wing^ 

Fixed eye, and the world was prey^ 
No simple world of thy greenblade Springs 

Nor world of thy flowerfiil prime 

On the topmost Orient peak 

Above a yet vaporous day«. 

Flesh was it, breast to beak r 
A four-walled windowless world without ray. 
Only darkening jets on a river of slime. 
Where harsh over music as woodland jay» 

A voice chants, Woe to the weak 1 

And along an insatiate feast, 

Women and men are one 

In the cup transforming to beast. 

Magian worship they paid to their sun. 
Lord of the Purse I Behold him climb. 

Stalked ever such figure of fun 
For monarch in great*grin pantomime ? 
See now the heart dwindle, the frame distend ; 
The soul to its anchorite cavern retreat. 
From a life that reeks of the rotted end; 
Wliile he — is he pictureable? replete. 
Gourd-like swells of the rank of the soil, 
10 
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Hollow, more hollow at core. 

And for him did the hundreds toil 

Despised ; in the cold and heat. 

This image ridiculous bore 

On their shoulders for morsels of meat ! 



Gross, with the fames of incense full, 
With parasites tickled, with slaves begirt, 
He strutted, a cock, he bellowed, a bull. 

He rolled him, a dog, in dirt. 
And dog, bull, cock, was he, fanged, homed, plumed; 
Original man, as philosophers vouch ; 
Carnivorous, cannibal; length-long exhumed, 
FrightfliUy living and armed to devour; 
The primitive weapons of prey in his pouch ; 

The bait, the line and the hook : 

To feed on his fellows intent. 

God of the Dana6 shower. 

He had but to follow his bent. 
He battened on fowl not safely hutched, 

On sheep astray from the crook ; 

A lure for the foolish in fold : 
To carrion turning what flesh he touched. 

11 
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And O the grace of his air. 

As he at the goblet sips, 

A centre of girdles loosed, 

With their grisly label, Sold I 
Credulous hears the fidelity swear, 
Which has roving eyes over jrielded lips: 
To-morrow will fancy himself the seduced. 

The stuck in a treacherous slough, 
Because of his faith in a puroihased pair, 

False to a vinous vow. 

In his glory of banquet strip him bare. 
And what is the creature we view? 

Our pursy Apollo Apollyon*s tool; 
A small one, still of the crew 
By serpent ApoUyon blest: 

His plea in apology, blindfold FooL 

A fool surcharged, propelled, unwarned ; 
Not viler, you hear him protest: 

Of a popular countenance not incorrect. 

But deeds are the picture in essence, deeds 
Paint him the hooved and homed. 
Despite the poor pother he pleads. 
And his look of a nation's elect. 
12 
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We have him, our qoany confessed ! 
And scan him : the fbatnres inspect 
Of that bestial multifonn : cry, 
€k>iToborate I, O Samian Sage I 

The book of thy wisdom, proved 
On me, its last hierogljrph page. 
Alive in the homed and hooved? 
Thou I will he make reply. 

Thus has the plenary parse 
Done often : to do will engage 
Anew upon all of thy like, or worse. 

And now is thy deepest regret 
To be man, clean rescued from beast : 
From the grip of the Sorcerer, Gold, 
Celestially released. 

But now from his cavernous hold. 
Free may thy soul be set. 
As a child of the Death and the Life, to learn. 
Refreshed by some bodily sweat. 
The meaning of either in turn. 
What issue may come of the two : — 

13 



THE EMPTY PURSE 

A morn beyond mornings, beyond all reaeh 
Of emotional arms at the stretch to enfold : 
A firmament passing oar visible blue. 
To those having nought to reflect i^ 'tis nought; 
To those who are misty, 'tis mist on the beach 
From the billow withdrawing; to those who see 

Earth, our mother, in thought. 

Her spirit it is, our key. 

Ay, the Life and the Death are her words to us here^ 

Of one significance, pricking the blind. 

This is thy gain now the surface is clear: 

To read with a soul in the mirror of mind, 

Is man's chief lesson. — Thou smilest ! I preach I 

Acid smiling, my friend, reveals 
' Abysses within ; frigid preaching a street 

Paved unconcernedly smooth 

For the lecturer straight on his heels. 

Up and down a policeman's beat; 

Bearing tonics not labelled to soothe. 
Thou hast a disgust of the sermon in rhyme. 
It is not attractive in being too chaste. 
The popular tale of adventure and crime 
Would equally sicken an overdone taste. 
14 
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S09 then, onward. Philosophy, thoughtless to soothe, 
Lifts, if thou wilt, or there leaves thee supine. 

Thy condition, good sooth, has no seeming of sweet; 
It walks our first crags, it is flint for the tooth. 

For the thirsts of our nature brine. 
But manfiil has met it, manful will meet 
And think of thy privilege: supple with youth. 

To have sight of the headlong swine, 

Once fouling thee, jumping the dips ! 

As the coin of thy purse poured out : 

An animal's holiday past: 
And free of them thou, to begin a new bout; 
To start a fresh hunt on a resolute blast: 
No more an imp-ridden to bournes of eclipse : 
Having knowledge to spur thee, a gift to compare; 
Rubbing shoulder to shoulder, as only the book 
Of the world can be read, by necessity urged. 
For witness, what blinkers are they who look 
From the state of the prince or the miUionnaire ! 

They see but the fish they attract. 

The hungers on them converged; 
And never the thought in the shell of the act. 

Nor ever life's fangless mirth. 

15 
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But first, that the poisonous of thee be purged. 

Go into thjrselfy strike Earth. 
She is there, she is felt in a blow struck hard. 
Hiou findest a pugilist countering quick, 
Cunning at drives where thy shutters are barred; 
Not, after the studied professional trick. 
Blue-sealing; she brightens the sight. Strike Earth, 
Antaeus, young giant, whom fortune trips! 

And thou com'st on a saving fact. 

To nourish thy planted worth. 
Be it clay, flint, mud, or the rubble of chips. 
Thy roots have grasp in the stem-exact: 
The redemption of sinners deluded I the last 

Dry handful, that bruises and saves. 
To the common big heart are we bound right fast. 

When our Mother admonishing nips 

At the nakedness bare of a clout. 

And we crave what the commonest craves. 

This wealth was a fortress-wall. 
Under which grew our grim little beast-god stout ; 
Self-worshipped, the foe, in division from all ; 
With crowds of illogical Christians, no doubt; 

Till the rescuing earthquake cracked. 
16 
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Thus are we man made firm ; 
Made warm by the numbers compact. 
We follow no longer a trumpet-snouty 
At a trot where the hog is tracked, 
Nor wriggle the way of the worm. 



Thou wilt spare us the cynical pout 
At humanity : sign of a nature bechurled. 
No stenchy anathemas cast 
Upon Providencci women, the world. 
Distinguish thy tempers and trim thy wits. 
The purchased are things of the mart, not classed 
Among resonant types that have freely grown. 



Thy knowledge of women might be surpassed: 
As any sad dog's of sweet flesh when he quits 

The wayside wandering bone ! 
No revilings of comrades as ingrates : thee 
The tempter, misleader, and criminal (screened 

By laws yet barbarous) own. • 
If some one performed Fiend's deputy. 

He was for awhile the Fiend. 
31— B 17 
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Still, nursing a passion to speak, 
As the punch-bowl does, in the moral vein, 

When the ladle has finished its leak. 
And the vessel is loquent of nature's inane. 

Hie where the demagogues roar 
Like a Phalaris bull, with the victim's force: 

Hurrah to their jolly attack 

On a City that smokes of the Plain ; 

A city of sin's death-dyes. 

Holding revel of worms in a corse; 

A city of malady sore, 

Over-ripe for the big doom's crack : 

A city of hymnical snore ; 

Connubial truths and lies 

Demanding an instant divorce. 

Clean as the bright from the black. 
It were well for thy system to sermonize. 
There are giants to slay, and they call for their Jack. 

Then up stand thou in the midst : 
Thy good grain out of thee thresh. 
Hand upon heart: relate 
What things thou legally didst 
For the Archseducer of flesh. 
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Omitting the monniirs at women and fate. 
Confess thee an instrument armed 
To be snare of oar wanton, our weak^ 
Of all by the sensual charmed. 

For once shall repentance be done by the tongue : 
Speaky though execrate, speak 
A word on grandmotherly Laws 
Giving rivers of gold to our young. 
In the days of their hungers impure ; 
To ftimish them beak and claws, 
And make them a banquet's lure. 

Thou the example, saved 
Miraculously by this poor skin ! 

Thereat let the Purse be waved : 
The snake-slough sick of the snaky sin : 
A devil, if devil as devil behaved 
Ever, thou knowest, look thou but in. 
Where he shivers, a culprit fettered and shaved ; 
O a bird stripped of feather, a fish clipped of fin I 

And commend for a washing the torrents of wrath, 

Which hurl at the foe of the dearest men prize. 

Rough-rolling boulders and froth. 
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Gigantical enginery they can command^ 

For the crushing of enemies not of great size : 

But hold to thy desperate stand. 
Men's right of bequeathing their all to their own 
(With little regard for the creatures they squeezed) ; 
Their mill and mill-water and nether mill-stone 
Tied fast to their infant ; lo, this is the last 
Of their hungers, by prudent devices appeased. 
The law they decree is their ultimate slave ; 
Wherein we perceive old Voracity glassed. 
It works from their dust, and it reeks of their grave. 
Point them to greener, though Journals be guns ; 
To brotherly fields under fatherly skies ; 
Where the savage still primitive learns of a debt 
He has owed since he drummed on his belly for war; 
And how for his giving, the more will he get ; 
For trusting his fellows, leave friends round his sons : 
Till they see, with the gape of a startled surprise, 
Their adored tyrant-monster a brute to abhor. 
The sun of their system a father of flies I 

So, for such good hope, take their scourge un- 
ashamed ; 
Tis the portion of them who civilize, 
20 



THE EMPTY PURSE 

Who speak the word novel and true: 
How the brutish antique of our springs may be tamed. 
Without loss of the strength that should push us to 

flower; 
How the God of old time will act Satan of new. 
If we keep him not straight at the higher God aimed ; 
For whose habitation within us we scour 
Tliis house of our life ; where our bitterest pains 
Are those to eject the Infernal, who heaps 
Mire on the soul. Take stripes or chains ; 

Grip at thy standard reviled. 
And what if our body be dashed from the steeps? 

Our spoken in protest remains. 

A young generation reaps. 



The young generation I ah, there is the child 

Of our souls down the Ages ! to bleed for it, proof 

That souls we have, with our senses filed. 

Our shuttles at thread of the woof. 

May it be braver than ours. 
To encounter the rattle of hostile bolts. 
To look on the rising of Stranger Powers. 
May it know how the mind in expansion revolts 
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From a nursery Past with dead letters aloof, 
And the piping to stupor of Precedents shun, 
In a field where the forefather print of the hoof 
Is not yet overgrassed by the watering hours. 
And should prompt us to Change, as to promise of 
sun, 
Till brain-rule splendidly towers. 

For that large light we have laboured and tramped 
Thorough forests and bogland, still to perceive 

Our animate morning stamped 

With the lines of a sombre eve. 

A timorous thing ran the innocent hind. 

When the wolf was the hypocrite fang under hood, 

The snake a lithe lurker up sleeve, 

And the lion effulgently ramped. 
Then our forefather hoof did its work in the wood. 

By right of the better in kind. 
But now will it breed yon bestial brood 
Three-fold thrice over, if bent to bind. 

As the healthy in chains with the sick. 
Unto despot usage our issuing mind. 
It signifies battle or death's dull knell. 
22 
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Precedents icily written on high, 
Challenge the Tentatives hot to rebel. 
Our Mother, who speeds her bloomfiil quick 
For the march, reads which the impediment well. 
She smiles when of sapience is their boast. 
O loose of the tug between blood run dry 
And blood running flame may our offiBpring run I 
May brain democratic be king of the host I 
Less then shall the volumes of History tell 
Of the step in progression, the slip in relapse, 
That counts us a sand-slack inch hard won 
Beneath an oppressive incumbent perhaps. 

Let the senile lords in a parchment sky, 

And the generous turbulents drunken of mom. 

Their battle of instincts put by, 

A moment examine this field : 
On a Roman street cast thoughtful eye. 
Along to the mounts from the bog-forest weald. 
It merits a glance at our history's maps. 
To see across Britain's old shaggy unshorn. 
Through the Parties in strife internecine, foot 
The ruler's close-reckoned direct to the mark. 
From the head ran the vanquisher's orderly route, 
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In the stride of his forts through the tangle and dark. 

From the head runs the paved firm way for advance, 

And we shoulder, we wrangle I The light on us shed. 

Shows dense beetle blackness in swarm, lurid Chance, 

The Goddess of gamblers, above. From the head, 

Then when it worked for the birth of a star 

Fraternal with heaven's in beauty and ray. 

Sprang the Acropolis. Ask what crown 

Comes of our tides of the blood at war. 

For men to bequeath generations down ! 

And ask what thou wast when the Purse was brimmed: 

What high-bounding ball for the Gods at play : 

A Conservative youth I who the cream-bowl skimmed. 

Desiring affairs to be left as they are. 

So, thou takest Youth's natural place in the fray. 

As a Tentative, combating Peace, 

Our lullaby word for decay. — 

There will come an immediate decree 
In thy mind for the opposite party's decease. 

If he bends not an instant knee. 
Expunge it: extinguishing counts poor gain. 

And accept a mild word of police : — 

Be mannerly, measured; refrain 
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From the pafBngs of him of the bagpipe cheeks. 
Our political, even as tiie merchant main, 

A temperate gale requires 

For the ship that haven seeks ; 
Neither God of the winds nor his bellowsy squires. 



Then observe the antagonist, con 
His reasons for rocking the lullaby word. 
You stand on a different stage of the stairs. 
He fought certain battles, yon senile lord. 
In the strength of thee, feel his bequest to his heirs. 
We are now on his inches of ground hard won. 
For a perch to a flight o'er his resting fence. 

Does it knock too hard at thy head if I say. 

That Time is both father and son? 
Tough lesson, when senses are floods over sense ! — 

Discern the paternal of Now 

As the Then of thy present tense. 

You may pull as you will either way, 

You can never be other than one. 

So, be filial. Giants to slay, 

Demand knowing eyes in their Jack. 
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There are those whom we push from the path with 

respect. 
Bow to that elder, though seeing him bow 
To the backward as well, for a thunderous back 
Upon thee. In his day he was not all wrong. 
Unto some foundered zenith he strove, and was 

wrecked. 
He scrambled to shore with a worship of shore. 
The Future he sees as the slippery murk ; 
The Past as his doctrinal library lore. 
He stands now the rock to the wave's wild wash. 
Yet thy lumpish antagonist once did work 

Heroical, one of our strong. 
His gold to retain and his dross reject, 
Engage him, but humour, not aiming to quash. 

Detest the dead squat of the Turk, 

And suffice it to move him along. 

Drink of faith in the brains a ftill draught 
Before the oration : beware 
Lest rhetoric moonily waft 
Whither horrid activities snare. 
Rhetoric, juice for the mob 
Despising more luminous grape, 
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Oft at its fount has it laughed 
In the cataracts rolling for rape 
Of a Reason left single to sob I 

Tis known how the permanent never is writ 
In blood of the passions : mercurial they. 
Shifty their issue : stir not that pit 
To the game our brutes best play. 

But with rhetoric loose, can we check man's brute? 
Assemblies of men on their legs invoke 
Excitement for wholesome diversion : there shoot 
Electrical sparks between their dry thatch 
And thy waved torch, more to kindle than light. 
Tis instant between you: the trick of a catch 

(To match a Batrachian croak) 
Will thump them a frenzy or fun in their veins. 
Then may it be rather the well-worn joke 
Thou repeatest, to stop conflagration, and write 
Penance for rhetoric. Strange will it seem, 
When thou readest that form of thy homage to brains ! 

For the secret why demagogues fail. 
Though they carry hot mobs to the red extreme, 
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And knock oat or knock in the nail 

(We will rank them as flatly sincere. 

Devoutly detesting a wrong. 
Engines overcharged with our human steam), 
Question thee, seething amid the throng. 
And ask, whether Wisdom is bom of blood- 
heat; 
Or of other than Wisdom comes victory here ; — 
Aught more than the banquet and roundelay. 
That is closed with a terrible terminal wail, 

A retributive black ding-dong? 
And ask of thyself: This furious Yea 

Of a speech I thump to repeat, 

In the cause I would have prevail. 

For seed of a nourishing wheat. 

Is it accepted of Song ? 

Does it sound to the mind through the ear, 
Right sober, pure sane? has it disciplined feet? 

Thou wilt find it a test severe ; 

Unerring whatever the theme. 
Rings it for Reason a melody clear. 

We have bidden old Chaos retreat; 

We have called on Creation to hear; 
All forces that make us are one fiiU stream. 
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Simple islander I thus may the spirit in verse, 
Showing its practical value and weight. 
Pipe to thee clear from the Empty Purse, 
Lead thee aloft to that high estate. — 
The test is conclusive, I deem : 
It embraces or mortally bites. 
We have then the key-note for debate : 
A Senate that sits on the heights 
Over discords, to shape and amend. 

And no singer is needed to serve 
The musical God, my friend. 
Needs only his law on a sensible nerve : 
A law that to Measure invites. 
Forbidding the passions contend. 

Is it accepted of Song? 

And if then the blunt answer be Nay, 
Dislink thee sharp from the ramping horde. 
Slaves of the Goddess of hoar-old sway. 

The Queen of delirous rites, 
Queen of those issueless mobs, that rend 
For frenzy the strings of a fruitful accord, 
Pursuing insensate, seething in throng, 
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Their wild idea to its ashen end« 
Off to their Phrygia, shriek and gong, 
Shorn from their fellows, behold them wend I 

But thou, shoold the answer ring Ay, 

Hast warrant of seed for thy word : 

The musical God is nigh 
To inspirit and temper, tune it, and steer 

Through the shoals: is it worthy of Song, 

There are souls all woman to hear. 

Woman to bear and renew. 
For he is the Master of Measure, and weighs. 

Broad as the arms of his blue, 

Fine as the web of his rays. 
Justice, whose voice is a melody clear. 
The one sure life for the numbered long. 

From him are the brutal and vain. 

The vile, the excessive, out-thrust : 
He points to the God on the upmost throne : 

He is the saver of grain. 

The sifter of spirit from dust. 
He, Harmony, tells how to Measure pertain 

The virilities : Measure alone 

Has votaries rich in the male : 
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Fathers embracing no cloud. 

Sowing no harvestless main : 
Alike by the flesh and the spirit endowed 
To create, to perpetuate ; woo, win, wed ; 
Send progeny streaming, have earth for their own, 
Over-run the insensates, disperse with a pufF 

Simulacra, though solid they sail, 

And seem such imperial stuff: 

Yes, the living divide off the dead. 

Then thou with thy furies outgrown. 
Not as Cybele's beast will thy head lash tail 
So praeter-determinedly thermonous. 
Nor thy cause be an Attis far fled. 
Thou under stress of the strife, 
Shalt hear for sustainment supreme, 
The cry of the conscience of Life : 
Keep the young generations in hail. 
And bequeath them no tumbled house f 

There hast thou the sacred theme, 
Therein the inveterate spur. 
Of the Innermost. See her one blink 
In vision past eyeballs. Not thee 
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She cares for, but us. Follow her. 

Follow her, and thoa wilt not sink. 

With thy sonl the Life espouse : 
This Life of the visible^ andible, ring 
With thy love tight about; and no death will be; 

The name be an empty thing, 

And woe a forgotten old trick : 
And battle will come as a challenge to drink ; 
As a warrior's wound each transient sting. 
She leads to the Uppermost link by link ; 
Exacts but vision, desires not vows. 
Above us the singular number to see ; 
The plural warm round us ; ourself in the thick, 
A dot or a stop : that is our task ; 
Her lesson in figured arithmetic, 
For the letters of Life behind its mask; 
Her flower-like look under fearfiil brows. 

As for thy special case, O my friend, one must think 
Massilia's victim, who held the carouse 

For the length of a carnival year, 
Knew worse : but the wretch had his opening choice. 
For thee, by our law, no alternatives were : 
Thy fall was assured ere thou camest to a voice. 
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He cancelled the ravaging Plague, 
With the roll of his fat off the clifT. 
Do thon with thy lean as the weapon of ink, 
Though they call thee an angler who fishes the 
vague 
And catches the not too pink, 
Attack one as murderous, knowing thy cause 
Is the cause of community. Iterate, 
Iterate, iterate, harp on the trite : 
Our preacher to win is the supple in stiff: 
Yet always in measure, with bearing polite : 
The manner of one that would expiate 
His share in grandmotherly Laws, 
Which do the dark thing to destroy. 
Under aspect of water so guilelessly white 
For the general use, by the devils befouled. 

Enough, poor prodigal boy I 
Thou hast listened with patience; another had 

howled. 
Repentance is proved, forgiveness is earned. 
And 'tis bony : denied thee thy succulent half 
Of the parable's blessing to swineherd returned : 
A Sermon thy slice of the Scriptural calf I 
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By my faith, there is feasting to come, 

Not the less, when our Earth we have seen 
Beneath and on sur&ce, her deeds and designs : 
Who gives us the man-loving Nazarene, 
The martyrs, the poets, the corn and the vines. 
By my faith in the head, she has wonders in loom ; 
Revelations, delights. I can hear a faint crow 
Of the cock of fresh mornings, far, far, yet distinct; 

As down the new shafting of mines, 

A cry of the metally gnome. 

When our Earth we have seen, and have linked 
With the home of the Spirit to whom we unfold, 
Imprisoned humanity open will throw 
Its fortress gates, and the rivers of gold 

For the congregate friendliness flow. 
Then the meaning of Earth in her children behold : 
dad eyes, frank hands, and a fellowship real: 
And laughter on lips, as the birds' outburst 
At the flooding of light. No robbery then 
The feast, nor a robber's abode the home, 
For a ftimished model of our first den I 

Nor Life as a stationed wheel ; 
Nor History written in blood or in foam. 
For vendetta of Parties in cursing accursed. 
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The God in the conscience of moltitudee feel, 
And we feel deep to Earth at her heart. 
We have her communion with men, 
New ground, new skies for appeal. 
Yield into harness thy best and thy worst ; 
Away on the trot of thy servitude start, 
Through the rigours and joys and sustainments of air. 
If courage should falter, 'tis wholesome to kneel. 
Remember that well, for the secret with some, 
Who pray for no gift, but have cleansing in prayer. 
And free from impurities tower-like stand. 
I promise not more, save that feasting will come 
To a mind and a body no longer inversed : 
The sense of large charity over the land. 
Earth's wheaten of wisdom dispensed in the rough, 
And a bell ringing thanks for a sustenance meal 

Through the active machine : lean fare, 
But it carries a sparkle I And now enough, 

And part we as comrades part. 
To meet again never or some day or soon. 

Our season of drought is reminder rude : — 
No later than yesternoon, 
I looked on the horse of a cart, 
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By the wayside water-trough. 
How at every draught of his bride of thirst 
His nostrils widened I The sight was good : 

Food for us, food, such as first 

Drew our thoughts to earth's lowly for food. 
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1 

A revelation came on Jane, 
The widow of a labouring swain : 
And first her body trembled sharp. 
Then all the woman was a harp 
With winds along the strings ; she heard, 
Though there was neither tone nor word. 

u 

For past our hearing was the air, 
Beyond our speaking what it bare, 
And she within herself had sight 
Of heaven at work to cleanse outright. 
To make of her a mansion fit 
For angel hosts inside to sit. 
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ni 
They entered, and forthwith entranced, 
Her body braced, her members danced ; 
Surprisingly the woman leapt; 
And countenance composed she kept ; 
As gossip neighbours in the lane 
Declared, who saw and pitied Jane. 

IV 

These knew she had been reading books. 

The which was witnessed by her looks 

Of late : she had a mania 

For mad folk in America, 

And said for sure they led the way, 

But meat and beer were meant to stay. 



That she had visited a fair, 
Had seen a gauzy lady there, 
Alive with tricks on legs alone. 
As good as wings, was also known : 
And longwhiles in a sullen mood. 
Before her jumping, Jane would brood. 
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VI 

A good knee's height, they say, she sprang ; 

Her arms and feet like those who hang : 

As if afire the hody sped, 

And neither pair contrihnted. 

She jumped in silence : she was thought 

A corpse to resurrection caught. 

vu 

The villagers were mostly dazed ; 

They jeered, they wondered, and they praised. 

'Twas guessed by some she was inspired. 

And some would have it she had hired 

An engine in her petticoats. 

To turn their wits and win their votes. 

vui 

Her first was Winny Earnes, a kind 
Of woman not to dance inclined ; 
But she went up, entirely won, 
Ere JunQ>-to-glory Jane had done ; 
And once a vixen wild for speech, 
She found the better way to preach. 
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IX 

No long time after, Jane was seen 
Directing jumps at Daddy Green; 
And that old man, to watch her fly. 
Had eyebrows made of arches high ; 
Till homeward he likewise did hop, 
Oft calling on himself to stop I 



X 

It was a scene when man and maid, 
Abandoning all other trade, 
And careless of the call to meals. 
Went jumping at the woman's heels. 
By dozens they were couifted soon. 
Without a sound to tell their tune. 



XI 

Along the roads they came, and crossed 
The fields, and o'er the hills were lost, 
And in the evening reappeared; 
Then short like hobbled horses reared. 
And down upon the grass they plumped: 
Alone their Jane to glory jumped* 
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xn 
At mom they rose, to see her spring 
All going as an engine thing; 
And lighter than the gossamer 
She led the bobbers following her, 
Past old acqnaintancesy and where 
They made the stranger stupid stare. 

xm 

When turnips were a filling crop. 
In scorn they jumped a butcher's shop: 
Or, spite of threats to flog and souse, 
They jumped for shame a public-house : 
And much their legs were seized with rage 
If passing by the vicarage. 

XIV 

The tightness of a hempen rope 
Their bodies got; but laundry soap 
Not handsomer can rub the skin 
For token of the washed within. 
Occasionally coughers cast 
A leg aloft and coughed their last. 
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XV 

The weaker maids and some old men, 
Requiring rafters for the pen 
On rainy nights, were those who foil. 
The rest were quite a miraole. 
Refreshed as you may seareh all round 
On Club-foast days and cry, Not found I 

XVI 

For these poor innocents, that slept 

Against the sky, soft women ¥rept: 

For never did they any theft ; 

'Twas known when they their camping left, 

And jumped the cold out of their rags ; 

In spirit rich as money-bags. 

xvn 

They jumped the question, jumped reply ; 
And whether to insist, deny. 
Reprove, persuade, they jumped in ranks 
Or singly, straight the arms to flanks. 
And straight the legs, with just a knee 
For bending in a mild degree. 
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XVIII 

The villagers might oall them mad ; 
An endless hoUdajr they had. 
Of pleasure in a swioiis work : 
Thej taught by leaps where perils lurk, 
And with the lamUdns praetised sports 
For 'scaping Satan's pounds and quarts. 

XIX 

It really seemed on certain days. 

When they bobbed up their Lord to praise. 

And bobbing up they caught the glance 

Of light, our secret is to dance, 

And hold the tongue fSrom hindering peace ; 

To dance out preacher and police. 

XX 

Those flies of boys disturbed them sore 
On Sundays and when daylight wore : 
With withies cut Crom hedge or copse, 
They treated them as whipping-tops. 
And flung big stones with cruel aim ; 
Yet all the flock jumped on the same. 
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XXI 

t 

For what could persecation do 
To worry such a blessed crew, 
On whom it was as wind to fire. 
Which set them always jumping higher? 
The parson and the lawyer tried. 
By meek persistency defied. 

xxu 

But if they bore, they could pursue 
As well, and this the Bishop too ; 
When inner warnings proved him plain 
The chase for Jump-to-glory Jane. 
She knew it by his being sent 
To bless the feasting in the tent. . 

xxiu 

Not less than fifty years on end. 
The Squire had been the Bishop's friend : 
And his poor tenants, harmless ones. 
With souls to save I fed not on buns. 
But angry meats : she took her place 
Outside to show the way to grace. 
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XXIV 

In apron suit the Bishop stood; 
The crowding people kindly viewed. 
A gaunt grey woman he saw rise 
On air, with most beseeching eyes : 
And evident as light in dark 
It was, she set to him for mark. 

XXV 

Her highest leap had come: with ease 
She jumped to reach the Bishop's knees : 
Compressing tight her arms and lips, 
She sought to jump the Bishop's hips : 
Her aim flew at his apron-band, 
That he might see and understand. 

XXVI 

The mild inquiry of his gaze 
Was altered to a peaked amaze. 
At sight of thirty in ascent ; 
To gain his notice clearly bent : 
And greatly Jane at heart was vexed 
By his ploughed look of mind perplexed. 
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XXVII 

In jumps that said, Beware the pit I 
More eloqaent than speaking it — 
Tliat said, Avoid the boiled, the roast; 
The heated nose on face of ghost, 
Which comes of drinking: up and o'er 
The flesh with me I did Jane implore. 

xxvm 

She jumped him high as hnntsmen go 
Across the gate; she jomped him low. 
To coax him to begin and feel 
His infant steps returning, peel 
His mortal pride, exposing fruit. 
And o£P with hat and apron suit. 

xxix 

We need much patience, well she knew, 
And out and out, and through and through. 
When we would gentlefolk address, 
However we may seek to bless : 
At times they hide them like the beasts 
From sacred beams ; and mostly priests. 
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XXX 

He gave no tign of making bare. 
Nor she of fidntness or despair. 
Inflamed with hope that she might win, 
If she but coaxed him to begin, 
She nsed all arts fbr making fain ; 
The mother with her babe was Jane. 

XXXI 

Now stamped the Squire, and knowing not 

Her business, waved her from the spot. 

Encircled by the men of might, 

The head of Jane, like flickering light. 

As in a charger, they beheld 

Ere she was from the park expelled. 

xxxu 

Her grie^ in jumps of earthly weight. 
Did Jane around communicate : 
For that the moment when began 
The holy but mistaken man. 
In view of light, to take his lift, 
They cut him from her charm adrift I 
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xxxm 
And he was lost: a banished face 
For ever from the ways of grace. 
Unless pinched hard by dreams in fright. 
They saw the Bishop's wavering sprite 
Within her look, at come and go. 
Long after he had caused her woe, 

XXXIV 

Her greying eyes (until she sank 
At Fredsham on the wayside bank. 
Like cinder heaps that whitened lie 
From coals that shot the flame to sky) 
Had glassy vacancies, which yearned 
For one in memory discerned. 

XXXV 

May those who ply the tongue that cheats, 
And those who rush to beer and meats. 
And those whose mean ambition aims 
At palaces and titled names. 
Depart in such a cheerful strain 
As did our Jump-to-glory Jane I 
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XXXVl 

Her end was beaatiful : one sigh. 

She jumped a foot when it Was nigh. 

A lily in a linen clout 

She looked when they had laid her out. 

It is a lily-light she bears 

For England up the ladder-stairs. 
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TO THE COMIC SPIMT 

Sword of Common Sense I — 

Our surest gift: the sacred chain 

Of man to man : firm earth for trust 

In structures vowed to permanence : — 

Thou guardian issue of the harvest brain I 

Implacable perforce of just; 

With that good treasure in defbnce. 

Which is our gold crushed out of joy and pain 

Since first men planted foot and hand was king : 

Bright, nimble of the marrow-nerve 

To wield thy double edge, retort 

Or hold the deadlier reserve^ 

And through thy victim's weapon sting: 

Thine is the service, thine the sport 

This shifty heart of ours to hunt 

Across its webs and round the many a ring 
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Where fox it is, or snake, or mingled seeds 
Occasion heats to shape, or the poor smoke 
Struck from a puff-ball, or the troughster's grunt; — 
Once lion of our desert's trodden weeds ; 
And but for thy straight finger at the yoke, 
Again to be the lordly paw. 
Naming his appetites his needs. 
Behind a decorative cloak : 
Thou, of the highest, the unwritten Law 
We read upon that building's architrave 
In the mind's firmament, by men upraised 
With sweat of blood when they had quitted cave 
For fellowship, and rearward looked amazed. 
Where the prime motive gapes a lurid jaw. 
Thou, soul of wakened heads, art armed to warn. 
Restrain, lest we backslide on whence we sprang, 
Scarce better than our dwarf beginning shoot, 
Of every gathered pearl and blossom shorn ; 
Through thee, in novel wiles to win disguise. 
Seen are the pits of the disruptor, seen 
His rebel agitation at our root: 
Thou hast him out of hawking eyes ; 
Nor ever morning of the clang 
Young Echo sped on hill from horn 
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In forest bio wa when scent was keen 
OfiF earthy dews besprinkling blades 
Of covert grass more merrily rang 
The yelp of chase down alleys green, 
Forth of the headlong-pouring glades. 
Over the dappled fallows wild away, 
Than thy fine unaccented scorn 
At sight of man's old secret brute, 
Devout for pasture on his prey, 
Advancing, jrawning to devour ; 
With step of deer, with voice of flute. 
Haply with visage of the lily flower. 

Let the cock crow and ruddy mom 
His handmaiden appear! Youth claims his hour. 
The generously ludicrous 
Espouses it. But see we sons of day. 
On whom Life leans for guidance in our fight. 
Accept the throb for lord of us ; 
For lord, for the main central light 
That gives direction, not the eclipse ; 
Or dost thou look where niggard Age, 
Demanding reverence for wrinkles, whips 
A tumbled top to grind a wolfs worn tooth ;— 
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Hoar despot on our final stage^ 
In dotage of a stunted Youth ; — 
Or it may be some venerable sage. 
Not having thee awake in him, compact 
Of wisdom else, the breast's old tempter trips ; 
Or see we ceremonial state, 
Robing the gilded beast, exact 
Abjection, while the crackskull name of Fate 
Is used to stamp and hallow printed fact; 
A cruel comer lengthens up thy lips ; 
These are thy game wherever men engage: 
These and, mi^estic in a borrowed shape, 
The mi^or and the minor potentate. 
Creative of their various ape ; — 
The tiptoe mortals triumphing to write 
Upon a perishable page 
An inch above their fellows' height; — 
The criers of foregone wisdom, who impose 
Its slough on live conditions, much for the greed 
Of our first hungry figure wide agape ; — 
Call up thy hounds of laughter to their run. 
These, that would have men still of men be fbes, 
Eternal fox to prowl and pike to feed ; 
Would keep our life the whirly pool 
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Of turbid stuff diBhonouring History ; 

The herd the drover's herd, the fool the fool, 

Ourself our slavish selfs infernal sun : 

These are the children of the heart untaught 

By thy quick founts to beat abroad, by thee 

Untamed to tone its passions under thought, 

The rich humaneness reading in thy fun. 

Of them a world of coltish heels for school. 

We have; a world with driving wrecks bestrewn. 

Tis written of the Cods of human mould. 

Those Nectar Gods, of glorious stature hewn 

To quicken hymns, that they did hear incensed. 

Satiric comments overbold. 

From one whose part was by decree 

The jester's; but they boiled to feel him bite. 

Better for them had they with Reason fenced 

Or smiled corrected I They in the great Gods' might. 

Their prober crushed, as fingers flea. 

Crumbled Olympus when the sovereign sire 

His fatal kick to Momus gave, albeit 

Men could behold the sacred Mount aspire. 

The Satirist pass by on limping feet* 

Those Gods who saw the ejected laugh alight 
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Below, had then their last of airy glee ; 
They in the cup sought Laughter's drownM sprite, 
Fed to dire fatness o£F uncurbed conceit. 
Eyes under saw them waddle on their Mount, 
And drew them down ; to flattest earth they rolled. 
This know we veritable. O Sage of Mirth I 
Can it be true, the story men recount 
Of the fiall'n plight of the great Gods on earth ? 
How they being deathless, though of human mould. 
With human cravings, undecaying frames. 
Must labour for subsistence ; are a band 
Whom a loose-cheeked, wide-lipped gay cripple leads 
At haunts of holiday on summer sand : 
And lightly he will hint to one that heeds. 
Names in pained designation of them, names 
Ensphered on blue skies and on black, which twirl 
Our hearing madly from our seeing dazed. 
Add Bacchus unto both ; and he entreats 
(His baby dimples in maternal chaps 
Running wild labyrinths of line and curl) 
Compassion for his masterful Trombone, 
Whose thunder is the brass of how he blazed 
Of old : for hiqi of the mountain-muscle fbats. 
Who guts a drum to fetch a snappish groan : 
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For his fierce bugler homing onset, whom 

A truncheon-battered helmet caps. • • • 

The creature is of earnest mien 

To plead a sorrow darker than the tomb. 

His Harp and TrlanglCi in tone subdued. 

He names ; they are a rayless red and white ; 

The dawn-hued libertine, the gibbous prude. 

And, if we recognize his Tambourine, 

He asks; exhausted names her: she has become 

A globe in cupolas ; the blowziest queen 

Of overflowing dome on dome ; 

Redundancy contending with the tight. 

Leaping the dam I He fondly calls, his girl, 

The buxom tripper with the goblet-smile. 

Refreshful. O but now his brows are dun, 

Bunched are his lips, as when distilling guile. 

To drop his venomous : the Dame of dames, 

Flower of the world, that honey one, 

She of the earthly rose in the sea-pearl. 

To whom the world ran ocean for her kiss ; 

He names her, as a worshipper he names, 

And indicates with a contemptuous thumb. 

The lady meaiiwhile lures the mob, alike 

Ogles the bursters of the horn and drum. 
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Curtain her close 1 her open arms 
Have suckers for beholders: she to this? 
For that she could not, save in fury, hear 
A sharp corrective utterance flick 
Her idle manners, for the laugh to strike 
Beauty so breeding beauty, without peer 
Above the snows, among the flowers? She reaps 
This mouldy gamer of the fatal kick? 
Gross with the sacrifice of Circe-swarms, 
Astarte of vile sweets that slay, malign. 
From Greek resplendent to Phoenician foul. 
The trader in attractions sinks, all brine 
To thoughts of taste ; is H love ?— bark, dog I hoot, owl ! 
And she is blushless: ancient worship weeps. 
Suicide Graces dangle down the charms 
Sprawling like gourds on outer garden-heaps. 
She stands in her unholy oily leer 
A statue losing feature, weathern^ick 
Mid draggled creepers of twined ivy sere. 
The curtain cried for magnifies to seel — 
We cannot quench our one corrupting glance : 
The vision of the rumour will not fiee. 
Doth the Boy own such Mother? — shoot his dart 
To bring her, countless as the crested deeps, 
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Her subjects of the uncorrected heart? 

False is that vision, shrieks the devotee; 

Incredible, we echo ; and anew 

Like a far growling lightning«cloud it leaps. 

Low humourist this leader seems ; perchance 

Pitched from his University career, 

Adept at classic fooling. Yet of mould 

Human those Gods were : deathless too : 

On high they not as meditatives paced : 

Prodigiously they did the deeds of flesh : 

Descending, they would touch the lowest here: 

And she, that lighted form of blue and gold. 

Whom the seas gave, all earth, all earth embraced; 

Exulting in the great hauls of her mesh ; 

Desired and hated, desperately dear ; 

Most human of them was. No more pursue ! 

Enough that the black story can be told. 

It preaches to the eminently placed: 

For whom disastrous wreckage is nigh due. 

Paints omen. Truly they our throbber had ; 

The passions plumping, passions playing leech. 

Cunning to trick us for the day's good cheer. 

Our uncorrected human heart will swell 

To notions monstrous, doings mad 
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As billows on a foam-lashed beach ; 

Borne on the tides of alternating heats. 

Will drug the brain, will doom the soul as well ; 

Call the closed month of that harsh final Power 

To speak in judgement : Nemesis, the fell : 

Of those bright Gods assembled, o£Eiipring sour; 

The last surviving on the upper seats; 

As with men Reason when their hearts rebel. 



Ah, what a fruitless breeder is this heart, 
Full of the mingled seeds, each eating each. 
Not wiser of our mark than at the start. 
It surges like the wrath-faced father Sea 
To countering winds; a force blind-eyed. 
On endless rounds of aimless reach ; 
Emotion for the source of pride. 
The grounds of fiaith in fixity 
Above our flesh ; its cravings urging speech. 
Inspiring prayer ; by turns a lump 
Swung on a time-piece, and by turns 
A quivering energy to jump 
For seats angelical : it shrinks, it yearns. 
Loves, loathes; is flame or cinders ; lastly cloud 
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Capping a sullen crater: and mankind 

We see cloud-capped, an army of the dark. 

Because of thy straight leadership declined; 

At heels of this or that delusive spark : 

Now when the multitudinous races press 

Elbow to elbow hourly more, 

A thickened host; when now we hear aloud 

Life for the very life implore 

A signal of a visioned mark ; 

Light of the mind, the mind's discourse. 

The rational in graciousness. 

Thee by acknowledgement enthroned. 

To tame and lead that blind-eyed force 

In harmony of harness with the crowd, 

For payment of their dues ; as yet disowned, 

Save where some dutiful lone creature, vowed 

To holy work, deems it the heart's intent; 

Or where a silken circle views it cowled. 

The seeming figure of concordance, bent 

On satiating tjrrant lust 

Or barren fits of sentiment. 

Thou wilt not have our paths befouled 
By simulation ; are we vile to view, 
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The heavens shall see us clean of our own dust, 

Beneath thy breezy flitting wing : 

They make their mirror upon £aces true ; 

And where they win reflection, lucid heave 

The under tides of this hot heart seen through. 

Beneficently wilt thou clip 

All oversteppings of the plumed. 

The puflSed, and bid the masker strip, 

And into the crowned windbag thrust, 

Tearing the mortal from the vital thing, 

A lightning o'er the half-illumed. 

Who to base brute-dominion cleave. 

Yet mark effects, and shun the flash, 

Till their drowsed wits a beam conceive. 

To spy a wound without a gash. 

The magic in a turn of wrist. 

And how are wedded heart and head regaled 

When Wit o'er Folly blows the mort, 

And their high note of union spreads 

Wide from the timely word with conquest 

charged; 
Victorious laughter, of no loud report. 
If heard ; derision as divinely veiled 
As terrible Immortals in rose-mist, 
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Given to the vision of arrested men : 

Whereat they feel within them weave 

Community its closer threads, 

And are to our fraternal state enlarged ; 

Like warm fresh blood is their enlivened ken : 

They learn that thou art not of alien sort. 

Speaking the tongue by vipers hissed. 

Or of the frosty heights unsealed, 

Or of the vain who simple speech distort, 

Or of the vapours pointing on to nought 

Along cold skies; though sharp and high thy pitch : 

As when sole homeward the belated treads, 

And hears aloft a clamour wailed. 

That once had seemed the broomstick witch 

Horridly violating cloud for drought : 

He from the rub of minds dispersing fears. 

Hears migrants marshalling their midnight train ; 

Homeliest order in black sky appears, 

Not less than in the lighted village steads. 

So do those half-illumed wax clear to share 

A cry that is our common voice ; the note 

Of fellowship upon a loftier plane. 

Above emt^attled castle-wall and moat; 

And toning drops as from pure heaven it sheds. 
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So thou for washing a phantasmal air. 
For thy sweet singing keynote of the wise, 
Laughter — the joy of Reason seeing fade 
Obstruction into Earth's renewing beds. 
Beneath the stroke of her good servant's blade — 
Thenceforth art as their earth-star hailed ; 
Gain of the years, conjunction's prize. 
The greater heart in thy appeal to heads. 
They see, thou Captain of our civil Fort ! 
By more elusive savages assailed 
On each ascending stage ; untired 
Both inner foe and outer to cut short, 
And blow to chaff pretenders void of grist : 
Showing old tiger's claws, old crocodile's 
Yard-grin of eager grinders, slim to sight. 
Like forms in running water, oft when smiles, 
When pearly tears, when fluent lips delight : 
But never with the slayer's malice fired : 
As little as informs an infant's fist 
Clenched at the sneeze I Thou wouldst but have us be 
Good sons of mother soil, whereby to grow 
Branching on fairer skies, one stately tree ; 
Broad of the tilth for flowering at the Court : 
Which is the tree bound fast to wave its tress ; 
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Of strength controlled sheer beauty to bestow. 
Ambrosial heights of possible acquist. 
Where souls of men with soul of man consort, 
And all look higher to new loveliness 
Begotten of the look : thy mark is there ; 
While on our temporal ground alive. 
Rightly though fearfully thou wieldest sword. 
Of finer temper now a numbered learn 
That they resisting thee themselves resist; 
And not thy bigger joy to smite and drive, 
Prompt the dense herd to butt, and set the snare 
Witching them into pitfalls for hoarse shouts. 
More now, and hourly more, and of the Lord 
Thou lead'st to, doth this rebel heart discern, 
When pinched ascetic and red sensualist 
Alternately recurrent freeze or bum. 
And of its old religions it has doubts. 
It fears thee less when thou hast shown it bare ; 
Less hates, part understands, nor much resents. 
When the prized objects it has raised for prayer. 
For fitful prayer; — repentance dreading fire. 
Impelled by aches ; the blindness which repents 
Like the poor trampled worm that writhes in mire ; — 
Are sounded by thee, and thou darest probe 
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Old Institutions and Establishments, 
Once fortresses against the floods of sin. 
For what their worth ; and questioningly prod 
For why they stand upon a racing globe. 
Impeding blocks, less useful than the dod ; 
Their angel out of them, a demon in. 

This half-enlightened heart, still doomed to fret, 
To hurl at vanities, to drift in shame 
Of gain or loss, bewailing the sure rod, 
Shall of predestination wed thee yet. 
Something it gathers of what things should drop 
At entrance on new times ; of how thrice broad 
The world of minds communicative ; how 
A straggling Nature classed in school, and scored 
With stripes admonishing, may yield to plough 
Fruitfullest furrows, nor for waxing tame 
Be feeble on an Earth whose gentler crop 
Is its most living, in the mind that steers. 
By Reason led, her way of tree and flame, 
Beyond the genuflexions and the tears ; 
Upon an Earth that cannot stop. 
Where upward is the visible aim. 
And ever we espy the greater God, 
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For simple pointing at a good adored: 
Proof of the closer neighbourhood. Head on. 
Sword of the many, light of the few I untwist 
Or cut our tangles till fair space is won 
Beyond a briared wood of austere brow. 
Relieved of discord by thy timely word 
At intervals refreshing life : for thou 
Art verily Keeper of the Muse's Key ; 
Thyself no vacant melodist ; 
On lower land elective even as she ; 
Holding, as she, all dissonance abhorred ; 
Advising to her measured steps in flow ; 
And teaching how for being subjected free 
Past thought of freedom we may come to know 
The music of the meaning of Accord. 
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YOUTH IN MEMORY 

Daysy when the ball of our vision 
Had eagles that flew unabashed to sun ; 
When the grasp on the bow was decision, 
And arrow and hand and eye were one ; 
When the Pleasures, like waves to a swimmer, 
Came heaving for rapture ahead I — 
Invoke them, they dwindle, they glimmer 
As lights over mounds of the dead. 

Behold the winged Olympus, off the mead, 
With thunder of wide pinions, lightning speed, 
Wafting the shepherd-boy through ether clear, 
To bear the golden nectar-cup. 
So flies desire at view of its delight. 
When the young heart is tiptoe perched on sight. 
We meanwhile who in hues of the sick year. 
The Spring-time paint to prick us for our lost, 
Mount but the fatal half way up — 
Whereon shut eyes ! This is decreed, 
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For Age that would to youthful heavens ascend^ 
By passion for the arms' possession tossed. 
It falls the way of sighs and hath their end ; 
A spark gone out to more sepulchral night. 
Good if the arrowy eagle of the height. 
Be then the little bird that hops to feed. 



Lame falls the cry to kindle days 

Of radiant orb and daring gaze. 

It does but clank our mortal chain. 

For Earth reads through her felon old, 

The many-numbered of her fold, 

Who forward tottering backward strain. 

And would be thieves of treasure spent. 

With their grey season soured. 

She could write out their history in their thirst 

To have again the much devoured, 

And be the bud at burst ; 

In honey fancy join the flow, 

Where Youth swims on as once they went. 

All choiric for spontaneous glee 

Of active eager lungs and thews ; 

They now bared roots beside the river bent ; 
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Whose privilege themselves to see ; 

Their place in yonder tideway know ; 

The current glass peruse ; 

The depths intently sound ; 

And sapped by each returning flood. 

Accept for monitory nourishment. 

Those worn roped features under crust of mud, 

Reflected in the silvery smooth around : 

Not less the branching and high singing tree, 

A home of nests, a landmark and a tent, 

Until their hour for losing hold on ground. 

Even such good harvest of the things that flee, 

Earth o£Fers her subjected, and they choose 

Rather of Bacchic Youth one beam to drink. 

And warm slow marrow with the sensual wink. 

So block they at her source the Mother of the Muse. 



Who cheerfully the little bird becomes. 
Without a fall, and pipes for peck at crumbs, 
May have her dolings to the lightest touch ; 
As where some cripple muses by his crutch, 
Unwitting that the spirit in him sings : 
* When I had legs, then had I wings, 
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As good as any bom of eggs. 
To feed on all aSrial things, 
When I had legs!' 
And if not to embrace he sighs. 
She gives him breath of Youth awhile, 
Perspective of a breezy mile, 
Companionable hedgeways, lifting skies ; 
Scenes where his nested dreams upon their hoard 
Brooded, or up to empyrean soared : 
Enough to link him with a dotted line. 
But cravings for an eagle's fiUght, 
To top white peaks and serve wild wine 
Among the rosy undecayed. 
Bring only flash of shade 
From her fiill throbbing breast of day in night 
By what they crave are they betrayed: 
And cavernous is that young dragon's jaw. 
Crimson for all the fiery reptile saw 
In time now coveted, for teeth to flay. 
Once more consume, were Lifb recurrent May. 
They to their moment of drawn breath. 
Which is the life that makes the death. 
The death that makes ethereal life would bind : 
The death that breeds the spectre do they find. 
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Darkness is wedded and the waste regrets 
Beating as dead leaves on a fitful gust. 
By souls no longer dowered to climb 
Beneath their pack of dust. 
Whom envy of a lustrous prime. 
Eclipsed while yet invoked, besets, 
And dooms to sink and water sable flowers, 
That never gladdened eye or loaded bee. 
Strain we the arms for Memory's hours, 
We are the seized Persephone. 



Responsive never to the soft desire 
For one prized tune is this our chord of life. 
'Tis clipped to deadness with a wanton knife, 
In wishes that for ecstasies aspire. 
Yet have we glad companionship of Youth, 
Elysian meadows for the mind. 
Dare we to face deeds done, and in our tomb 
Filled with the parti-coloured bloom 
Of loved and hated, grasp all human truth 
Sowed by us down the mazy paths behind. 
To feel that heaven must we that hell sound through : 
Whence comes a line of continuity, 
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That brings our middle station into view^ 
Between those poles ; a novel Earth we see^ 
In likeness of us, made of banned and blest; 
The sower's bed, but not the reaper's rest : 
An Earth alive with meanings, wherein meet 
Buried, and breathing, and to be. 
Then of the junction of the three, 
Even as a heart in brain, full sweet 
May sense of soul, the sum of music, beat. 



Only the soul can walk the dusty track 

Where hangs our flowering under vapours black. 

And bear to see how these pervade, obscure. 

Quench recollection of a spacious pure. 

They take phantasmal forms, divide, convolve, 

Hard at each other point and gape. 

Horrible ghosts ! in agony dissolve. 

To reappear with one they drape 

For criminal, and, Father ! shrieking name. 

Who such distorted issue did beget. 

Accept them, them and him, though hiss thy sweat 

Off brow on breast, whose furnace flame 

Has eaten, and old Self consumes. 

75 



YOUTH IN MEMORY 

Out of the purification will they leap, 

Thee renovating while new light illumes 

The dusky web of evil, known as pain, 

That heavily up healthward mounts the steep ; 

Our fleshly road to beacon-fire of brain : 

Midway the tameless oceanic brute 

Below, whose heave is topped with foam for fruit, 

And the fair heaven reflecting inner peace 

On righteous warfare, that asks not to cease. 



Forth of such passage through black fire we win 

Clear hearing of the simple lute. 

Whereon, and not on other, Memory plays 

For them who can in quietness receive 

Her restorative airs : a ditty thin 

As note of hedgerow bird in ear of eve. 

Or wave at ebb, the shallow catching rays 

On a transparent sheet, where curves a glass 

To truer heavens than when the breaker neighs 

Loud at the plunge for bubbly wreck in roar. 

Solidity and bulk and martial brass. 

Once tyrants of the senses, faintly score 

A mark on pebbled sand or fluid slime, 
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While present in the spirit, vital there. 
Are things that seemed the phantoms of their time ; 
Eternal as the recurrent cloud, as air 
Imperative, refreshful as dawn-dew. 
Some evanescent hand on vapour scrawled 
Historic of the soul, and heats anew 
Its coloured lines where deeds of flesh stand bald. 
True of the man, and of mankind 'tis true. 
Did we stout battle with the Shade, Despair, 
Our cowardice, it blooms ; or haply warred 
Against the primal beast in us, and flung ; 
Or cleaving mists of Sorrow, left it starred 
Above self-pity slain : or it was Prayer 
First taken for Life's cleanser; or the tongue 
Spake for the world against this heart; or rings 
Old laughter, from the founts of wisdom sprung ; 
Or clap of wing of joy, that was a throb 
From breast of Earth, and did no creature rob : 
These quickening live. But deepest at her springs. 
Most filial, is an eye to love her young. 
And had we it, to see with it, alive 
Is our lost garden, flower, bird and hive. 
Blood of her blood, aim of her aim, are then 
The green-robed and grey-crested sons of men : 
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She tributary to her aged restores 
The living in the dead; she will inspire 
Faith homelier than on the Yonder shores. 
Abhorring these as mire, 
Uncertain steps, in dimness gropes, 
With mortal tremours pricking hopes. 
And, by the final Bacchic of the lusts 
Propelled, the Bacchic of the spirit trusts : 
A fervour drunk from mystic hierophants ; 
Not utterly misled, though blindly led. 
Led round fermenting eddies. Faith she plants 
In her own firmness as our midway road : 
Which rightly Youth has read, though blindly read ; 
Her essence reading in her toothsome goad ; 
Spur of bright dreams experience disenchants. 
But love we well the young, her road midway 
The darknesses runs consecrated clay. 
Despite our feeble hold on this green home. 
And the vast outer strangeness void of dome, 
Shall we be with them, of them, taught to feel. 
Up to the moment of our prostrate fall. 
The life they deem voluptuously real. 
Is more than empty echo of a call. 
Or shadow of a shade, or swing of tides ; 
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As brooding upon age, when veins congeal. 
Grey palsy nods to think. With us for guides. 
Another step above the animal, 
To views in Alpine thought are they helped on. 
Good if so far we live in them when gone I 



And there the arrowy eagle of the height, 

Becomes the little bird that hops to feed. 

Glad of a crumb, for tempered appetite 

To make it wholesome blood and firuitfol seed. 

Then Memory strikes on no slack string. 

Nor sectional will varied Life appear : 

Perforce of soul discerned in mind, we hear 

Earth with her Onward chime, with Winter Spring. 

And ours the mellow note, while sharing joys 

No more subjecting mortals who have learnt 

To build for happiness on equipoise, 

The Pleasures read in sparks of substance burnt ; 

Know in our seasons an integral wheel. 

That rolls us to a mark may yet be willed. 

This, the truistic rubbish under heel 

Of all the world, we peck at and are filled. 
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PENETRATION AND TRUST 



Sleek as a lizard at round of a stone, 
The look of her heart slipped out and in. 
Sweet on her lord her soft eyes shone, 
As innocents clear of a shade of sin. 

u 

He laid a finger under her chin, 
His arm for her girdle at waist was thrown : 
Now, what will happen and who will win. 
With me in the fight and my lady lone ? 

m 

He clasped her, clasping a shape of stone ; 
Was fire on her eyes till they let him in. 
Her breast to a God of the daybeams shone, 
And never a comer for serpent sin. 
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IV 

Tranced she stood, with a chattering chin; 
Her shrunken form at liis feet was thrown: 
At home to the death my lord shall win, 
When it is no tyrant who leaves me lone I 
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NIGHT OF FROST IN MAY 

With splendour of a silrer day, 

A frosted night had opened May : 

And on that plumed and armoured night. 

As one close temple hore our wood, 

Ite border leafage virgin white. 

Remote down air an owl hallooed. 

The black twig dropped without a twirl; 

The bud in jewelled grasp was nipped; 

The brown leaf cracked a scorching curl; 

A crystal off the green leaf slipped. 

Across the tracks of rimy tan, 

Some busy thread at whiles would shoot; 

A limping minnow-rillet ran, 

To hang upon an icy foot. 

In this shrill hush of quietude. 
The ear conceived a severing cry. 
Almost it let the sound elude, 
When chuckles three, a warble shy, 
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From hazels of the garden came, 
Near by the crimson-windowed farm. 
They laid the trance on breath and frame, 
A prelude of the passion-charnu 

Then soon was heard, not sooner heard 
Than answered, doubled, trebled, more. 
Voice of an Eden in the bird 
Renewing with his pipe of four 
The sob : a troubled Eden, rich 
In throb of heart: unnumbered throats 
Flung upward at a fountain's pitch, 
The fervour of the four long notes. 
That on the fountain's pool subside. 
Exult and rufiEle and upspring : 
Endless the crossing multiplied 
Of silver and of golden string. 
There chimed a bubbled underbrew 
With witch-wild spray of vocal dew. 

It seemed a single harper swept 
Our wild wood's inner chords and waked 
A spirit that for yearning ached 
Ere men desired and joyed or wept. 
86 



NIGHT OF FROST IN MAY 

Or now a legion ravishing 
Musician rirals did unite 
In love of sweetness high to sing 
The subtle song that rivals light; 
From breast of earth to breast of sky : 
And they were secret^ they were nigh : 
A hand the magic might disperse ; 
The magic swung my universe. 



Yet sharpened breath forbade to dream. 

Where all was visionary gleam ; 

Where Seasons, as with cymbals, clashed ; 

And feelings, passing joy and woe, 

Churned, gurgled, spouted, interflashed. 

Nor either was the one we know : 

Nor pregnant of the heart contained 

In us were they, that griefless plained. 

That plaining soared; and through the heart 

Struck to one note the wide apart : — 

A passion surgent from despair; 

A paining bliss in fervid cold ; 

Off the last vital edge of air. 

Leap heavenward of the lofty-souled, 
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For rapture of a wine of tears ; 
As had a star among the spheres 
Caught up our earth to some midpheight 
Of double life to ear and sight. 
She giving voice to thought that shines 
Keen^brilliant of her deepest mines ; 
While steely drips the riUet clinked, 
And hoar with crust the cowslip swelled. 



Then was the Ijrre of earth beheld. 
Then heard by me: it holds me linked; 
Across the years to dead-ebb shores 
I stand on, my blood-thrill restores. 
But would I conjure into me 
Those issue notes, I must review 
What serious breath the woodland drew; 
The low throb of expectancy ; 
How the white mother-muteness pressed 
On leaf and meadow-herb; how shook. 
Nigh speech of mouth, the sparkle-crest 
Seen spinning on the bracken-crook. 
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A Satyr spied a Goddeu in her bath. 

Unseen of her attendant nymphs; none knew. 

Forthwith the creature to his fellows drew. 

And looking backward on the curtained path, 

He strove to tell; he could but heave a breast 

Too tall, and point to mouth, with foiling leers : 

Vainly he danced for speech, he giggled tears, 

Made as if torn in two, as if tight pressed. 

As if cast prone ; then fetching whimpered tunes 

For words, flung heel and set his hairy flight 

Through forest-hollows, over rocky height. 

The green leaves buried him three rounds of moons. 

A senatorial Satyr named what herb 

Had hurried him outrunning reason's curb. 
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n 
Tis told how when that hieaway unchecked. 
To dell returned, he seemed of tempered mood : 
Even as the valley of the torrent rude. 
The torrent now a brook, the valley wrecked. 
In him, to hale him high or hurl aheap, 
Goddess and Goatfoot hourly wrestled sore ; 
Hourly the iifimortal prevailing more : 
Till one hot noon saw Meliboeus peep 
From thicket-sprays to where his fiill-blown dame. 
In circle by the lusty friskers gripped. 
Laughed the showered rose-leaves while her limbs 

were stripped. 
She beckoned to our Satjrr, and he came. 
Then twirled she mounds of ripeness, wreath of arms. 
His hoof kicked up the clothing for such charms^ 
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O briar-scents, on yon wet wing 
Of warm South-west wind brushing by. 
You mind me of the sweetest thing 
That ever mingled frank and shy: 
When she and I, by love enticed. 
Beneath the orchard-apples met. 
In equal halves a ripe one sliced. 
And smelt the juices ere we ate. 

u 

That apple of the briar-scent. 
Among our lost in Britain now, 
Was green of rind, and redolent 
Of sweetness as a milking cow. 
The briar gives it back, well nigh 
The damsel with her teeth on it ; 
Her twinkle between frank and shy. 
My thirst to bite where she had bit. 
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H« leaped. With none to liinder, 
Of Aetna's fiery scoriae 
In the next vomit-shower, made he 

A more peculiar cinder. 
And this great Doctor, can it be. 
He left no saner recipe 
For men at issue with despair? 
Admiring, even his poet owns. 
While noting his fine lyric tones, 
The last of him was heels in air I 

u 

Comes Reverence, her features 
Amazed to see high Wisdom hear. 
With glimmer of a faunish leer. 

One mock her pride of creatures. 
Shall such sad incident degrade 
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A stature casting sunniest shade? 
O Rererence ! let Reason swim ; 
Each life its critic deed reveals; 
And him reads Reason at his heels. 
If heels in air the last of him I 
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TO COLONEL CHARLES 

(Dying Geiienl (XB3.) 



An English heart, my commandant, 
A soldier's eye you have, awake 
To right and left; with looks askant 
On bulwarks not of adamant, 
Where white our Channel waters break. 



u 

Where Grisnez winks at Dungeness 
Across the ruffled strip of salt, 
You look, and like the prospect less. 
On men and guns would you lay stress, 
To bid the Island's foemen halt. 



94 



TO COLONEL CHARLES 

m 
While loud the Year is raising cry 
At birth to know if it most bear 
In history the bloody dye^ 
An English heart, a soldier's eye, 
For the old country first will care. 



IV 

And how stands she, artillerist. 

Among the vapours waxing dense, 

With cannon charged ? *Tis hist I and hist I 

And now she screws a gouty fist, 

And now she counts to clutch her pence. 



V 

With shudders chill as aconite. 
The couchant chewer of the cud 
Will start at times in pussy fright 
Before the dogs, when reads her sprite 
The streaks predicting streams of blood. 
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VI 

She thinks they may mean something ; thinks 
They may mean nothing: haply both. 
Where darkness all her daylight drinks, 
She fiUn would find a leader lynx. 
Not too much taxing mental sloth. 



vn 

Cleft like the fated house in twain, 
One half is, Arm ! and one. Retrench I 
Gambetta's word on dull MacMahon : 
* The cow that sees a passing train ' : 
So spies she Russian, German, French. 



vni 

She? no, her weakness : she unbraced 
Among those athletes fronting storms ! 
The muscles less of steel than paste. 
Why, they of nature feel distaste 
For flash, much more for push, of arms. 
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IX 

The poet sings, and well know we, 
That * iron draws men after it.' 
But towering wealth may seem the tree 
Which bears the fruit Indemnity j 
And draw as fast as battle 's fit, 



X 

If feeble be the hand on guard, 

Alas, alas ! And nations are 

Still the mad forces, though the scarred. 

Should they once deem our emblem Pard 

Wagger of tail for all save war ; — 



XI 

Mechanically screwed to flail 
His flanks by Presses conjuring fear;— 
A money-bag with head and tail ; — 
Too late may valour then avail !^ 
As you beheld, my cannonier, 
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xu 

When with the staff of Benedek, 

On the plateau of KSniggratz, 

You saw below that wedgeing speck ; 

Foresaw proud Austria rammed to wreck. 

Where Chlum drove deep in smoky jets. 

Febmary 1887. 
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The day that is the night of days, 
With cannon-fire for sun ablaze. 
We spy from any billow's lift; 
And England still this tidal drift! 
Would she to sainted forethought vow 
A space before the thunders flood, 
That martyr of its hour might now 
Spare her the tears of blood. 



u 

Asleep upon her ancient deeds, 
She hugs the vision plethora breeds, 
And counts her manifold increase 
Of treasure in the fruits of peace. 
What curse on earth's improvident, 
When the dread trumpet shatters rest. 
Is wreaked, she knows, yet smiles content 
As cradle rocked from breast. 
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m 

She, impious to the Lord of Hosts, 
The valour of her offspring boasts, 
Mindless that now on land and main 
His heeded prayer is active brain. 
No more great heart may guard the home, 
Save eyed and armed and skilled to cleave 
Yon swallower wave with shroud of foam, 
We see not distant heave. 



IV 

They stand to be her sacrifice, 
The sons this mother flings like dice, 
To face the odds and brave the Fates ; 
As in those days of starry dates. 
When cannon cannon's counterblast 
Awakened, muzzle muzzle bowled. 
And high in swathe of smoke the mast 
Its fighting rag outrolled. 

1891. 
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Now the North wind ceases, 
The warm South-west awakes ; 
Swift fly the fleeces. 
Thick the blossom-flakes. 

Now hill to hill has made the stride, 
And distance waves the without end : 
Now in the breast a door flings wide ; 
Our farthest smiles, our next is friend. 
And song of England's rush of flowers 
Is this full breeze with mellow stops, 
That spins the lark for shine, for showers ; 
He drinks his hurried flight, and drops. . 
The stir in memory seem these things. 
Which out of moistened turf and clay, 
Astrain for light push patient rings. 
Or leap to find the waterway. 
Tis equal to a wonder done. 
Whatever simple lives renew 
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Their tricks beneath the father sun. 
As though they caught a broken clue : 
So hard was earth an eyewink back ; 
But now the common life has come, 
The blotting cloud a dappled pack, 
The grasses one vast underhum. 
A City clothed in snow and soot, 
With lamps for day in ghostly rows, 
Breaks to the scene of hosts afoot. 
The river that reflective flows : 
And there did fog down crypts of street 
Play spectre upon eye and mouth : — 
Their faces are a glass to greet 
This magic of the whirl for South. 
A burly joy each creature swells 
With sound of its own hungry quest ; 
Earth has to fill her empty wells. 
And speed the service of the nest ; 
The phantom of the snow-wreath melt. 
That haunts the farmer's look abroad, 
Who sees what tomb a white night built. 
Where flocks now bleat and sprouts the clod. 
For iron Winter held her firm ; 
Across her sky he laid his hand ; 
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And bird he starved, he stiffened worm; 
A sightless heaven, a shaven land. 
Her shivering Spring feigned fast asleep, 
The bitten buds dared not unfold : 
We raced on roads and ice to keep 
Thought of the girl we love from cold. 

But now the North wind ceases, 
The warm South-west awakes. 
The heavens are out in fleeces. 
And earth's green banner shakes. 
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I 

Pitch here the tent, while the old horse grazes : 

By the old hedge-side we '11 halt a stage. 
It's nigh my last above the daisies: 

My next leaf 11 be man's blank page. 
Yes, my old girl! and it's no use crjring: 

Juggler, constable, king, must bow. 
One that outjuggles all 's been spying 

Long to have me, and he has me now. 

n 

We 've travelled times to this old common : 

Often we 've hung our pots in the gorse. 
We 've had a stirring life, old woman I 

You, and I, and the old grey horse. 
Races, and fairs, and royal occasions. 

Found us coming to their call : 
Now they '11 miss us at our stations : 

There 's a Juggler outjuggles all ! 
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m 
Up goes the lark, as if all were jolly ! 

Over the duck-pond the willow shakes. 
Easy to think that grieving 's folly. 

When the hand 's firm as driven stakes ! 
Ay, when we 're strong, and braced, and manful, 

Life 's a sweet fiddle : but we 're a batch 
Bom to become the Great Juggler's han'ful : 

Balls he shies up, and is safe to catch. 

IV 

Here 's where the lads of the village cricket: 

I was a lad not wide from here : 
Couldn't I whip off the bail from the wicket? 

Like an old world those days appear! 
Donkey, sheep, geese, and thatched ale-house — I 
know them ! 

They are old friends of my halts, and seem, 
Somehow, as if kind thanks I owe them : 

Juggling don't hinder the heart's esteem. 

v 

Juggling 's no sin, for we must have victual : 
Nature allows us to bait for the fool. 
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Holding one's own makes us juggle no little; 

But, to increase it, hard juggling 's the rule. 
You that are sneering at my profession. 

Haven't you juggled a vast amount? 
There 's the Prime Minister, in one Session, 

Juggles more games than my sins '11 count. 



VI 

I 've murdered insects with mock thunder: 

Conscience, for that, in men don't quail. 
I've made bread from the bump of wonder: 

That 's my business, and there 's my tale. 
Fashion and rank all praised the professor: 

Ay ! and I 've had my smile from the Queen : 
Bravo, Jerry! she meant: God bless her! 

Ain't this a sermon on that scene? 



vn 

I 've studied men from my topsy-turvy 
Close, and, I reckon, rather true. 

Some are fine fellows : some, right scurvy : 
Most, a dash between the two. 
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But it '8 a woman, old girl, that makes me 

Think more kindly of the race : 
And it's a woman, old girl, that shakes me 

When the Great Juggler I must face. 

VIII 

We two were married, due and legal : 

Honest we *ve lived since we 've been one. 
Lord! I could then jump like an eagle: 

You danced bright as a bit o' the sun. 
Birds in a May-bush we were ! right merry ! 

All night we kiss'd, we juggled all day. 
Joy was the heart of Juggling Jerry ! 

Now from his old girl he 's juggled away. 

DC 

It 's past parsons to console us : 

No, nor no doctor fetch for me : 
I can die without my bolus ; 

Two of a trade, lass, never agree ! 
Parson and Doctor 1 — don't they love rarely, ^ 

Fighting the devil in other men's fields ! 
Stand up yourself and match him fairly : 

Then see how the rascal jrields ! 
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X 

If lass, have lived no gipsy, flaunting 

Finery while his poor helpmate grubs: 
Coin I've stored, and you won't be wanting: 

You sha'n't beg from the troughs and tubs. 
Nobly you 've stuck to me, though in his kitchen 

Many a Marquis would hail you Cook! 
Palaces you could have ruled and grown rich in, 

But your old Jerry you never forsook. 

XI 

Hand up the chirper ! ripe ale winks in it ; 

Let 's have comfort and be at peace. 
Once a stout draught made me light as a linnet. 

Cheer up ! the Lord must have his lease. 
May be — for none see in that black hollow — 

It 's just a place where we 're held in pawn. 
And, when the Great Juggler makes as to swallow, 

It 's just the sword-trick — I ain't quite gone! 

xu 

Yonder came smells of the gorse, so nutty. 

Gold-like and warm: it's the prime of May. 
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Better than mortar, brick and putty, 

Is God's house on a blowing day. 
Lean me more up the mound ; now I feel it : 

All the old heath-smells ! Ain't it strange? 
There 's the world laughing, as if to conceal it, 

But He 's by us, juggling the change. 

xiu 

I mind it well, by the sea-beach lying. 

Once — it 's long gone — ^when two gulls we beheld, 
Which, as the moon got up, were flying 

Down a big wave that sparked and swelled. 
Crack, went a gun : one fell : the second 

Wheeled round him twice, and was off for new 
luck: 
There in the dark her white wing beckon'd : — 

Drop me a kiss— I 'm the bird dead-struck ! 
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I 

Whatever I be, old England is my dam ! 

So there 's my answer to the judges, clear. 
I 'm nothing of a fox, nor of a lamb ; 
I don't know how to bleat nor how to leer : 

I 'm for the nation ! 
That 's why you see me by the wayside here, 
Returning home from transportation. 

u 

It's Summer in her bath this morn, I think. 
I'm fresh as dew, and chirpy as the birds : 
And just for joy to see old England wink 
Thro' leaves again, I could harangue the herds : 

Isn't it something 
To speak out like a man when you 've got words. 

And prove you're not a stupid dumb thing? 
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m 
They shipp'd me off for it ; I'm here again. 

Old England is my dam, whatever I be ! 
Says ly ril tramp it home, and see the grain : 
If you see well, you 're king of what you see : 

Eyesight is having. 
If you're not given, I said, to gluttony. 
Such talk to ignorance sounds as raving. 

IV 

You dear old brook, that from his Grace's park 

Come bounding ! on you run near my old town : 
My lord can't lock the water ; nor the lark. 
Unless he kills him, can my lord keep down. 

Up, is the song-note ! 
I 've tried it, too : — for comfort and renown, 
I rather pitch'd upon the wrong note. 



v 
I'm not ashamed:. Not beaten 's still my boast: 

Again I '11 rouse the people up to strike. 
But home 's where different politics jar most. 

Respectability the women like. 
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This form^ or that forniy — 
The Government may be hungry pike. 
But don't you mount a Chartist platform ! 



VI 

Well^ well ! Not beaten — spite of them, I shout ; 

And my estate is su£Fering for the Cause. — 
Now, what is yon brown water-rat about. 
Who washes his old poll with busy paws ? 

What does he mean by 't ? 
It 's like defying all our natural laws. 
For him to hope that he '11 get clean by 't. 



vu 

His seat is on a mud-bank, and his trade 

Is dirt : — he 's quite contemptible ; and yet 
The fellow 's all as anxious as a maid 
To show a decent dress, and dry the wet. 

Now it 's his whisker. 
And now his nose, and ear: he seems to get 
Each moment at the motion brisker I 
112 



THE OLD CHARTIST 

VUI 

To see him squat like little chaps at schooli 
I could let fly a laugh with all my might. 
He peers, hangs both his fore-paws : — bless that fool, 
He's bobbing at his frill now I — what a sight I 

Licking the dish up^ 
As if he thought to pass from black to white. 
Like parson into lawny bishop. 

DC 

The elms and yellow reed-flags in the sun, 

Look on quite grave:— the sunlight flecks his side ; 
And links of bindweed-flowers round him run, 
And shine up doubled with him in the tide. 

/ 'm nearly splitting, 
But nature seems like seconding his pride, 
And thinks that his behaviour's fitting. 



That isle o' mud looks baking dry with gold. 
His needle-muzzle still works out and in. 

It really is a wonder to behold, 
And makes me feel the bristles of my chi% 
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Judged by appearance, 
I fimcy of the two I 'm nearer Sin, 
And might at well commence a clearance. 



XI 

And that's what my fine daughter said: — she meant: 

Pray, hold your tongue, and wear a Sunday face. 
Her husband, the young linendraper, spent 
Much argument thereon : — ^I 'm their disgrace. 

Bother the couple! 
I feel superior to a chap whose place 
Commands him to be neat and supple. 



xu 

But if I go and say to my old hen : 

I'll mend the gentry's boots, and keep discreet, 
Until they grow too violent, — ^why, then, 
A warmer welcome I might chance to meet : 

Warmer and better. 
And if she fancies her old cock is beat. 
And drops upon her knees — so let her! 
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xm 
She soflbred for me: — womeii> you'll observe. 

Don't suffer for a Cause, but for a man. 
When I was in the dock she show'd her nerve: 
I saw beneath her shawl my old tea-can 

Trembling • • • she brought it 
To screw me for my work : she loath'd my plan. 
And therefore doubly kind I thought it. 

XIV 

I 've never lost the taste of that same tea : 
That liquor on my logic floats like oil, 
When I state facts, and fbllows disagree. 
For human creatures all are in a coil ; 

All may want pardon. 
I see a day when every pot will boil 
Harmonious in one great Tea-garden! 

XV 

We wait the setting of the Dandy's day, 
Before that time! — He's furbishing his dress, — 

He will be ready for it I— and I say. 
That yon old dandy rat amid the cress, — 
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Thanks to hard labour I — 
If cleanliness is next to godliness, 
The old fat fellow's heaven's neighbour! 



XVI 

You teach me a fine lesson, my old boy ! 

I've looked on my superiors far too long, 
And small has been my profit as my joy. 
You've done the right while I've denounced the 
wrong. 

Prosper me later! 
Like you I will despise the sniggering throng, 
And please myself and my Creator. 



xvu 

I '11 bring the linendraper and his wife 

Some day to see you ; taking off my hat. 
Should they ask why, I'll answer: in my life 
I never found so true a democrat. 

Base occupation 
C^'t rob you of your own esteem, old rat ! 
I'll preach you to the British nation. 
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I 

There she goes up the street with her book in her hand. 

And her Good morning, Martin I Ay, lasSi how d' ye do ? 
Very well, thank you, Martin! — I can't understand! 

I might just as well never have cobbled a shoe ! 
I can't understand it. She talks like a song; 

Her voice takes your ear like the ring of a glass ; 
She seems to give gladness while limping along, 

Yet sinner ne'er suflbr'd like that little lass. 

u 

First, a fool of a boy ran her down with a cart. 

Then, her fool of a father— a blacksmith by trade — 
Why the deuce does he tell us it half broke his heart? 

His heart! — ^Where's the leg of the poor little maid! 
Well, that's not enough; they must push her down- 
stairs. 

To make her go-crooked: but why count the list? 
If it 's right to suppose that our human afEairs 

Are all order'd by heaven — there, bang goes my fist I 
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m 
For if angels can look on such sights — ^never mind I 
When you're nest to blaspbemlng, it*s best to be 
mum. 
The parson declares that her woes weren't designed ; 
But, then, with the parson it's all kingdom-come. 
Lose a leg, save a soul — a convenient text; 

I call it Tea doctrine, not savouring of God. 
When poor little Molly wants 'chastening,' why, 
next 
The Archangel Michael might taste of the rod. 



IV 

But, to see the poor darling go limping for miles 

To rM4 books to siok pe<qilel^-aad Just of an age 
When girls learn the meaning of ribands and smiles I 

Makes me feel like a squirrel that turns in a cage. 
The more I push thinking the laore I revolve : 

I never get farther: — ^and as to her face. 
It starts up when near on my puzzle I solve, 

And says, <This crush'd body seems such a sad 

ease/ 
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V 

Not that she's for oomplaining: she reads to earn 
penee; 

And from those who can*t pay, simple thaaJcs are 
enough. 
Does she leave lamentation for ehaps without sense? 

Howsoever, she 's made up of wonderftil stuit 
Ay, the soul in her body must be a stout oord; 

She sings little hymns at the elose of the day, 
Though she has but three fingers to lift to the Lord, 

And only one leg to kneel down with to pray. 



VI 

What I ask is, Why persecute such a poor dear, 

If there's Law above all? Answer that if you can! 
Irreligious I'm not; but I look on this sphere 

As a place where a man should just think like a man. 
It isn't fdr dealing 1 But, contrariwise. 

Do bullets in battle the wicked select? 
Why, then it's all chance-work! And yet, in her 
eyes. 

She holds a fixed something by which I am checked. 
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vn 
Yonder riband of sunshine aslope on the wall. 

If you eye it a minute '11 have the same look : 
So kind I and so merciful ! God of us all ! 

It 's the very same lesson we get from the Book. 
Then, is Life but a trial ? Is that what is meant ? 

Some must toil, and some perish, for others below : 
The injustice to each spreads a common content; 

Ay I I've lost it again, for it can't be quite so. 



vm 

She's the victim of fools: that seems nearer the 
mark. 
On earth there are engines and numerous fools. 
Why the Lord can permit them, we're still in the 
dark; 
He does, and in some sort of way they 're His tools. 
It 's a roundabout way, with respect let me add. 
If Molly goes crippled that we may be taught: 
But, perhaps, it 's the only way, though it 's so bad ; 
In that case we'll bow down our heads, — as we 

ought. 
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DC 

But the worst of me is, that when I bow my head, 

I perceive a thought wriggling away in the dust, 
And I follow its tracks, quite forgetful^ instead 

Of humble acceptance : for, question, I must ! 
Here *s a creature made carefully— carefully made I 

Put together with craft, and then stamped on, and 
why? 
The answer seems nowhere : it 's discord that 's played. 

The sky*s a blue dish! — an implacable skyl 



Stop a moment: I seize an idea from the pit. 

They tell us that discord, though discord, alone. 
Can be harmony when the notes properly fit : 

Am I judging all things from a single false tone ? 
Is the Universe one immense Organ, that rolls 

From devils to angels ? I 'm blind with the sight. 
It pours such a splendour on heaps of poor souls! 

I might try at kneeling with Molly to-night. 
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I 

She ean be at wise at we, 

And wiser when she wishes ; 
She can knit with emining wit, 

And dress the homely dishes. 
She can flourish staff or pen, 

And deal a wound that lingers; 
She can talk the talk of men, 

And touch with thrilling fingers. 

u 

Match her ye across the sea. 

Natures fond and fiery; 
Ye who zest the turtle's nest 

With the eagle's eyrie. 
Soft and loving is her soul. 

Swift and lofty soaring; 
Mixing with its dove-like dole 

Passionate adoring. 
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m 
Such a she who 'U match with me ? 

In flying or pursoingi 
Subtle wiles are in her smiles 

To set the world a-wooing. 
She is steadfiwt as a star. 

And yet the maddest maiden : 
She can wage a gallant war, 

And give the peace of Eden. 
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POEMS 1851 

THE OLIVB BRANCH 

A dove flew with Ml Olhre Brand! ; 
It crowed the Mft and iMcfaed the iliore, 
And on a ihip abont to huHia^ 
Dropped down the bamr tign It bote. 

* An OBwn ' lang the glad acdahn t 
The Captain stooped and pkktd It ap, 
« Be then the Olhre Bfandi her name/ 
Cried she who flnng the chrMenfaig cop. 



The vend took the hmghhig: tides ; 

It was a jQjrcMia rerdiy 

To see her dasUnr firom her sides 

The fOttsh, salt kisses of the sea. 

And forth failo the borsUng foam 
She spread her safl and sped awa J, 
The rolUng smge her restless home, 
Her faioense wreathe the showerisfl: spraj. 



Par out, and where the riot > 
Ran ndnglhiff hi tomnltaoiMi throngs, 
She danced above a thonssnd graves, 
And hesrd a thousand briny songs. 



Her mIsBlon with her manlj crew. 
Her lb« nntel'd, her title told, 
She took the OKI 'Vorld to the New, 
And brooght the New World to the Old. 



12T 



POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH 

Secure of friendlieit wrlromfngi, 
She iwmm tlie havens sheening fiifar ; 
Secure upon her gflad white wing^s. 
She fluttered on the ocean air. 

To her no more the bastlooed fort 
Shot out its swarthy tongue of fire ; 
From bay to bay, from port to port, 
Her coming was the world's desire. 

And tho' the tempest lashed her oft, 
And tho' the rocks had hungry teeth, 
And lightnings split the masts aloft. 
And thunders shook the planks beneath, 

And tho' the storm, adl^willed and bUnd, 
Made tatters of her dauntless sail. 
And all the wildness of the wind 
Wwrn loosed on her, she did not frUl ; 

But gallant^ she ptoughed the main, 
And gloriously her welcome pealed. 
And grand^ shone to s^ and plain 
The goodly bales her decks revealed ; 

Brought from the fruitful eastern gldbes 
'^Hiere blow the gusts of bahn and spice. 
Or wliere the black blockaded ribs 
Are jammed 'mongst ghostly fleets of ice, 

Or where upon the curling hills 
Glow dusters of the brightFeyed grapt, 
Or wliere the hand of labour drills 
The stubbornness of earth to shape. 

Rich harvestings and wealthy germs, 
And handicialts and shapely wares, 
And spinnings of the hermit worms, 
And fruits that bloom by lions' lairs. 
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Come, read the meanlfis: of the deep I 
The nse of winds and waten learn t 
lis not to make the mother weep 
For sons that never will retnm ; 

Tis not to make the nations show 
Contempt for all whom seas divide ; 
Tis not to pamper war and woe, 
Nor feed traditionary pride ; 

Tis not to make the floating bulk 
Ma^ death upon its slippery deck. 
Itself in torn a shattered hnlk, 
A srhasUy raft, a bleeding wreck. 

It is to knit with loving lip 
The interests of land to land ; 
To join in fiur-seen fellowship 
The tropic and the polar strand. 

It is to make that foamhig Strength 
Whose rebel forces wrestle still 
Thro' all his boimdaried breadth and length. 
Become a vassal to onr will. 

It is to make the varions skies, 
And all the various fruits they vautt, 
And aU the dowers of earth we prise. 
Subservient to our household want 

And more, for knowledge crowns the gahi 
Of intercourse with other souls. 
And Wisdom travels not in vain 
The plunging spaces of the poles. 

The wild Atlantic's weltering gloom. 
Earth-clasping seas of North and South, 
The Baltic with its amber spume. 
The Caspian with its frosen mouth ; 
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The broftd P&cifiC) twufcilng tufi^hty 
And girdliDg lands of Instrons growth, 
Vast continents and isles of light, 
Dumb tracts of nndiscoyered sloth* 

She visits these, timTersfaig each ; 
They ripen to the conunon son; 
Thro' diverse forms and diflRsrent speech, 
The world's hnmanity is one. 

O may her virice have power to say 
How soon the wrecking discords cease, 
When every wandering wave is gay 
With golden argosies of peace I 

Now when the ark of hnman Ikte, 
Long baffled by the wayward wind. 
Is drifting with its peopled freight. 
Safe haven on the heights to find ; 

Safe haven from the drowning slime 
Of evil deeds and Delnge wrath ;— 
To phmt again the foot of Time 
Upon a purer, flrmer path $ 

lis now the honr to probe the ground. 
To watch the Heavens, to speak the word. 
The fiithoms of the deep to sound. 
And send ahcoad the missioned bird. 

On strengthened wing for e v er mo r e. 
Let Science, swiftly as she can. 
Fly seaward on from shore to shore. 
And bind the links of man to man ; 

And like that hJtc propitious Dove, 
Bless future fleets about to launch ; 
Make every freight a freight of love. 
And eveiy ship an Olive Branch. 
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SONG 

Love within the lover's breait 
Borns like He^>er in the west. 
O'er the ashes of the son, 
TUl the day and night are done ; 
Then when dawn drives np her car— 
Lo t it is the morning: star. 

Love I thy love poors down on mine 
As the sunlight on the vine, 
As the snow-rill on the vale, 
As the salt breeze in the safl ; 
As the song onto the Urd, 
On my 1^ thy name is heard. 

As a dewdrop on the rose 
In thy heart my passion glows, 
As a skylark to the s^, 
Up into thy breast I iiy ; 
As a sea^sheQ of the sea 
Ever Shan I sing of thee. 



THE WILD ROSE AND THE SNOWDROP 

The Snowdrop is the proj^et of the flowers ; 

It lives and dies opon its bed of snows ; 

And like a thonght of spring it comes and goes. 

Hanging its head beside onr leafless bowers. 

The son's betrothing kiss it never knows. 

Nor all the showing joy of golden showers ; 

Bnt ever in a pladd, pore repose. 

More like a spirit with its look serene. 

Droops its pale cheek veined thro' with infimt green. 
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Qneen of her sisters is the sweet WUA Rose, 
Spmnff from the earnest smi and ripe yotmgf Jane ; 
The year's own darlhis: and the Sammer*s Qneen I 
Lnstrons as the new-throned crescent moon. 
Mnch of that early prophet look she shows, 
Mixed with her frdr espoused blosh which glow. 
As if the ethereal fairy blood were seen ; 
Like a soft evening^ over snnset snows. 
Half twilight violet shade, half crimson sheen. 

Twin-bora are both in beanteonsness, most &ir 
In all that glads the eye and charms the air ; 
In all that wakes emotions in the mind 
And sows sweet sympathies for human kind. 
Twin-bora, albeit their seasons are apart. 
They bloom together in the thonghtfiil heart ; 
Fair symbols of the marvels of onr state. 
Mote speakers of the oracles of fate I 

For each fulfilling nature's law, fulfils 

Itself and its own asphmtions pure ; 

Living and dying ; letting foith ensure 

New life when deathless Spring shaU touch the hills. 

Each pMect in its place ; and each content 

Vith that periiftctlon which its being meant : 

Divided not by months that intervene. 

But linked by all the flowets that bud between. 

Forever smiling thro' its season brief, 

The one in glory and the one in grief: 

Forever palntitig to our museful sight. 

How lowlihead and loveliness unite. 

Bora from the first blind yearning of the earth 
To be a mother and give happy birth. 
Ere yet the northern sun such rapture brings, 
Lo, from her virgin breast the Snowdrop springs ; 
And ere the snows have melted from the grass. 
And not a strip of greensward doth apptar, 
Save the faint prophecy its cheeks declare, 
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Alone, imkiised, unloved, behold it pass! 
While in the ripe enthronement of the year, 
Whispering: the hreese, and wedding: the rich air 
With her to sweet, delidons bridal breath,— 
Odorons and eacqnisite beyond compare. 
And starr'd with dews upon her forehead clear. 
Fresh-hearted as a Maiden Qoeen should be 
Who takes the land'sldevotioo as her fee,— 
The Wild Rose blooms, all sommer for her dower, 
Natnre's most beantifnl and periect flower. 



THE DEATH OF WINTER 

When April with her wild blue eye 
Comes dandns: over the grass, 
And all the crimson birds so shy 

Peep out to see her pass ; 
As lightly she loosens her showery locks 
And flutters her rainy wings ; 
Laughingly stoops 

To the glass of the stream, 
And loosens and loops 
Her hair by the gleam, 
While aU the young viUagers blithe as the flocks 

Go frolicking round in rings ;— 
Then Winter, he who tamed the fly. 
Turns on his back and prepares to die. 
For he cannot live longer under the s^. 

Down the valleys glittering green, 
Down from the hills in snowy rills. 
He melts between the border sheen 

And leaps the flowery verges ! 
He cannot choose, but brighten their hues, 
And tho' he would creep, he fain must leap. 

For the quick Spring spirit urges. 
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Down the vale and down the date. 

He leaps and lis^its, till his moments fail, 

Boried in blossoms, red and pale, 

"^OThile the sweet birds sin£^ his dirg^es I 

O Vinterl I'd Uve that life of thine, 
With a frosty brow and an idde tongue, 
And never a toag mj whole life Ions:,— 
▼ere soch delicions borial mine I 
To die and be boried, and so remain 
A wandering: brook in April's train, 
Fisdag my dying eyes for aye 
On the dawning brows of maiden Nay. 



SONG 

The moon is alone in the s^ 

As thon in my soul ; 
The sea takes her image to lie 
Where the white ripples roll 
AH night in a dream. 
With the light of her beam, 
Hodiedly, monmfiilly, mistily np to the shore. 
The pebbles speak low 
In the ebb and the flow, 
As I when thy voice came at intervals, toned to adore : 
Nooght other stirred 
Save my heart aU onheard 
Beating to bliss that is past evermore. 



JOHN LACKLAND 

A wicked man is bad enoogh on earth ; 
Bnt O the balefiil lostre of a chief 
Once pledged in tyranny I O star of dearth 
Darkly illomlning a nation's grief I 
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How many men have worn thee on their browtl 
Alas for them and as I God's predons gift 
Of gndons dispensation got bj theft— 
The damning form of fiiUae nnlioly vows I 
The thief of God and man most liave liis fee : 
And thon Jolm Lackland, despicable prince- 
Basest of Kngland's banes before or since ! 
Thrice traitor, coward, thief I O thou shaft be 
The historic wanUng, trampled and abhorr'd 
Who dared to steal and stain the symbols of the Lord I 



THE SLEEPING CITY 

A princess in the eastern tale 
Paced thro' a marble dtf pale, 
And saw on ghastly shapes of stone. 
The scnlptored life she breathed akwt ; 

Saw, wliere'er her eye might range, 
Herself the only child of change ; 
And heard her echoed footfidl chime 
Between Oblivion and Time ; 

And hi the squares where foontains played. 
And up the spiral balustrade. 
Along the drowsy corridors. 
Even to the inmost sleeping floors, 

Surveyed hi wonder chilled with dread. 
The seemingness of Death, not dead ; 
Life's semblance but without its storm. 
And silence froiting every form j 

Crowned figures, cold and grouping slaves, 
Like suddenly arrested waves 
About to sink, about to rise,— 
Strange meaning in their stricken eyes. 
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And doUni and conches live with flame 
Of leopards fierce and lions tame, 
And honters hi the Jnngle reed, 
Thrown out by sombre srlowing brede ; 

Dumb chambers hushed with fold on fold, 
And cnmbrons gor^gfeonsness of gold ; 
White casements o'er embroidered seats, 
LooUns: on solitudes of streets,— 

On palaces and column'd towers, 
Unconscious of the stony hours ; 
Harsh gateways startled at a sound, 
With burning lamps all bumish'd round ;— 

Surveyed hi awe this wealth and state, 
Touched by the finger of a Fate, 
And drew with slow-awakenhig fear. 
The sternness of the atmoqihere ;— 

And graduaUy with stealthier foot. 
Became herself a thing as mute. 
And listened,— while with swift ahum 
Her alien heart shrank from the charm ; 

Yet as her thoughts dilating rose, 
Took gloiy hi the great repose, 
And over every postured form 
Spread lava-like and brooded warm,— 

And fixed on every frozen fact, 
Beheld the record of its race, 
And hi each chiselled feature knew 
The stormy life that once blushed thro' ;— 

The eveivpresent of the past 
There written ; all that lightened last. 
Love, anguish, hope, disease, despafr, 
Beauty and rage, aU written there ;— 
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Fnchanted PMstont ! whoee pale doom 
Is never flnilied by blight or bloom. 
Bat sentiiielled by silent orbs, 
Whose lififht the pallid scene absorbs.— 

Like soch a one I pace along 
This City with its deeping throos: ; 
Like her with dread and awe, that turns 
To n^itare, and sublimely yearns ;— 

For now the quiet stars look down 
On lights as quiet as their own ; 
The streets that groaned with traffic, show 
As if with silence paved below ; 

The latest revellers are at peace, 
The signs of in-door tumult cease. 
From gay saloon and low resort, 
Conies not one murmur or ttpott i 

The clattering chariot rolls not by. 
The windows show no waking eye. 
The houses smoke not, and the air 
Is dear, and all the midnight &ir. 

The centre of the striving world. 
Round which the human Me is curled. 
To which the future crieth wild,— 
Is pillowed like a cradled child. 

The palace roof that guards a crown. 
The mansion swathed in dreamy down. 
Hovel, court, and alley-shed. 
Sleep in the calmness of the dead. 

Now whUe the many-motived heart 
Lies hushed— fireside and busy mart, 
And mortal pulses beat the tune. 
That charms the calm cold ear o' the moon 
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Whole yeUowins^ cr ea cen t down the Veit 
Leans Hrtfning, now when every breait 
Its basest or its purest heaves, 
The soul that Joys, the soul that grieves ;^ 

While Fame is crowning happy brows 
That day will blindly scorn, wliile tows 
Of angniahed lore long hidden, speak 
From fidtering tongue and flnddng chede ; 

The language only known to dreams. 
Rich eloquence of rosy themes I 
While on the Beanty'a folded month. 
Disdain Just wrinkles baby youth ; 

While Poverty dispenses ahns 
To outcasts, bread, and healing balms ; 
While old Mammon knows himself 
The greatest beggar for his pelf ; 

While noble things in darkness grope. 
The Statesman's aim, the Poef s liope ; 
The Patriot's impulse gathers fire, 
And germs of future fruits aspire ;— 

Now while dumb nature owns its links. 
And from one common fountain drinks, 
Methinlcs hi all around I see 
This Picture in Eternity;— 

A marbled City planted there 
With all its pageants and dei^Mdr ; 
A peopled hush, a Death not dead, 
But stricken with Medusa's head ;— 

And in the Gorgon's glance for aye 
The lifeless immortality 
Reveals in sculptured calmness all 
Its latest life b^rond recall. 
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THE POETRY OF CHAUCER 

Grej with all honoiini of age I bnt fireah-featured and mddy 
Aa dawn when the drow^ fun-yard haa thrice heard Chaoaticlere> 
Tender to tearftilnr aa rhildlUrg, and manly, and motherly ; 
Here beata tme BnglUh blood richeat Joyance on aweet Enfi^lidi groukL 



THE POETRY OF SPENSER 

lAkea where the annaheen la mystic with splendour and softness; 
Valea where sweet life is all Summer with golden romance ; 
Forests that glimmer with twilight romd rerel-bright paUces ; 
Here in oar Nay-blood we wander, careering 'mongst ladies and knighta. 



THE POETRY OF SHAKESPEARE 

Pictn« aome lale amUing green 'mid the white-foaming ocean ;— 
Fall of old woods, lea^r wiadoms, and frolicsome Ikys ; 
Paasiotts and pageanta ; sweet love singing Urd-like above it ; 
Life hi all ahapea, aima, and futea, ia there warm'd by one great hmnan heart 



THE POETRY OF MILTON 

Like to aome deep-chested organ whoae grand inapiration. 
Serenely mi^Jestic in ntterance, lofty and calm. 
Interprets to mortala with melody great aa ita bnrthen. 
The mystical harmoniea chiming for ever thronghont the bright wghertM. 



THE POETRY OF SOUTHEY 

Keen aa an eagle wliose flight towards the dim empyrten 
Fearleaa of toil or Iktigtie ever royally wends ! 
Vaat hi the dond-colomred robea of the balm-breathing Orient 
Lo I the grand Epic advancea, mfolding the hnmanest truth. 
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THE POETRY OF COLERIDGE 

A brook glandng under green leaves, self-delightinfi:, exalting, 
And foil of a gargling melody ever renewed— 
Renewed thro' all changes of Heaven, anceaaing in sanligfat. 
Unceasing in moonlight, but hashed in the beams of the holier orb. 



THE POETRY OF SHELLEY 

See'st thon a Skylark whose glistening winglets ascending 
Qaiver like palses beneath the melodioas dawn ? 
Deep in the heart-yearning distance of heaven it flatters— 
Wisdom and beanty and love are the treasures it brings down at eve. 



THE POETRY OF WORDSWORTH 

A breath of the mountains, fresh bom in the regions majestic. 
That look with theb eye-daring sammits deep into the s^. 
The voice of great Nature ; sublime with her lofty conceptions, 
Yet earnest and simple as any sweet child of the grten lovdy vale. 



THE POETRY OF KEATS 

r.^^ The song of a nightingale sent thro' a slumbrous valley, 

\ ^ Low-lidded with twilight, and tranced with the dolorous sound. 

Tranced with a tender enchantment ; the jtaxoing of passion 
That wins immortality even while panting delirious with death. 



VIOLETS 

Violets, shy violets! 

How many hearts with yon compare ! 
Who hide themselves hi thickest green, 
And thence unseen. 
Ravish the enraptured air 
With sweetness, dewy fresh and rare ! 
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Vlolett, shy violets I 

Hnmaii hearts to me shall be 
Viewless violets In the grass, 
Andaalpass, 
Odours and sweet imagery 
Will wait on mine and gladden me ! 



ANGELIC LOVE 

Angelic love that stoops with heavenly lips 

To meet its earthly mate ; 
Heroic love that to its sphere's eclipse, 

Can dare to jofai its fiite 
With one beloved devoted hmnan heart. 
And share with it the passion and the smart, 
The undying bliss 
Of its most fleeting kiss ; 
The fading grace 
Of its most sweet embrace :— 
Angelic love, heroic love ! 
Whose birth can only be above, 
Whose wandering most be on earth. 
Whose haven where it first had birth I 
Love that can part with aU bnt its own worth, 
And Joy in every sacrifice 
That beautifies its Paradise I 
And gently like a golden-fruited vine. 
With earnest tenderness itself consign. 
And creephig up deliriously entwine 
Its dear delidons arms 

Round the beloved behig I 
With fair unfolded charms, 

AU-trustfaig, and all-seehig,— 
Grape-laden with full bunches of young wine I 
WhUe to the panting heart's dry yearning drouth 
Buds the rich dewy mouth- 
Tenderly uplifted, 
Like two rose-leaves drifted 
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^ Down in a long: wannilgh of the sweet South 1 
Snch love, such love is thine, 
Snch heart is mine 
O thon of mortal visions most divinel 



TVILIGHT MUSIC 

Know yon the low pervading breese 

That softly sings 
In the trembling leaves of twilight trees, 
As if the wind were dreaming on its wings? 
And have yon marked their still degrees 
Of ebbing melody, like the strings 
Of a sOver harp swept by a spirit's hand 
In some strange glimmering land, 
'Mid gushing springs. 
And glistenings 
Of waters and of planets, wild and grand I 
And have yon marked in that still time. 
The chariots of those shining cars 
Brighten upon the hushing daric. 
And bent to hark 
That Voice, amid the pophur and the Ume, 
Pause in the dilating lustre 

Of the spheral duster; 
Pause but to renew its sweetness, deep 
As dreams of heaven to souls that sleep I 
And felt, despite earth's jarring wars, 
"Wlien day is done 
And dead the sun. 
Still a voice divine can sing. 
Still is there sympathy can bring 
A whisper from the stars 1 
Ah, with this sentience quickly will you know, 
How like a tree I tremble to the tones 
Of your sweet voice I 
How keenly I rejoice 
"When in me with sweet motions slow 
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The aptibaaX mnaic ebbs and moans— 
Lives in the Instre of those heavenly eyes, 
Dies in the Ugbt of its own paradise,— 
Dies, and relives eternal from its death, 
Immortal melodies in each deep breath ; 
Sweeps thro' my behig, bearing: np to thee 
Myself, the weight of its eternity ; 
Tm nerved to life from its ordeal fire, 
It marries music vdth the hnman lyre. 
Blending divhie delight with loveliest desire. 



REQUIEM 

Where &ces are hneless, whert eyelids are dewless, 
"Where passion is silent and hearts never crave ; 

Where thought hath no theme, and where sleep hath no dxeam. 
In patience and peace thou art gone— to thy grave I 

Gone where no warning can wake thee to morning. 
Dead tho' a thousand hands stretch'd out to save. 

Thou cam'st to us sighing, and singing and dying. 
How could it be otherwise, fair as thou wert ? 

Placidly fiUUng, and shiking and shading. 
At htft to that shadow, the Utest desert ; 

Wasting and wanhig, but still, still remaining, 
Alas for the hand that could deal the death-hurt ! 

The Summer that brightens, the Whiter that whitens. 
The world and its voices, the sea and the sky> 

The bloom of creation, the tie of relation. 

All— aU is a blank to tUne ear and tUne eye ; 

The ear may not listen, the eye may not glisten. 
Nevermore waked by a smile or a sigh. 

The tree that is rootless must ever be fruitless ; 

And thou art alone in thy death and thy bhth ; 
No last loving token of wedded love broken. 

No sign of thy shigleness, sweetness and worth ; 
Lost as the flower that is drowned in the shower, 

Fall'n like a snowflake to melt in the earth. 
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THE FLOWER OF THE RUINS 

Take thy Inte and sing 
By the rained castle walls, 
"Where the torrentpfoam falls, 
And long: weeds wave : 

Take thy Inte and sing:. 
O'er the grey ancestral grave I 

Daughter of a King, 
Tone thy string. 

Shig of happy hours. 
In the roar of rushing time ; 
Tni all the echoes chime 
To the days gone by ; 

Shig of passing hours 
To the ever-present sky ;— 

Weep— and let the showers 
Wake thy flowers. 

Shig of glories gone :— 
No more the blazoned fold 
From the banner is unrolled ; 
The gold sun is set. 

Sing his glory gone. 
For thy voice may charm him yet ; 

Daughter of the dawn, 
He is gone I 

Pour forth all thy grief! 
Passionately sweep the chords, 
Wed them quivering to thy words ; 
Wild words of wail I 

Shed thy withered grief- 
But hold not Autumn to thy bale 

The eddy of the leaf 
Must be brief I 
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Sins: np to the night: 
Hard it is for streaming: tears 
To read the caJmness of the ^eres, 
Coldly they shine; 

^nsrnp to their ]i£:ht; 
They have views thoa may'st divine— 

Gain prophetic sight 
Prom thehr light! 

On the windy hills 
Lo, the litUe harebeU leans 
On the ^ire-grass that it qneens, 
With honnet bine ; 

Trusting love instils 
Love and subject reverence tme, 

Learn what love instite 
Onthehillsl 

By the bare wayside 
Placid snowdrops hang their cheeks, 
Softly tonch'd with pale green streaks, 
Soon, soon, to die ; 

On the clothed hedgeside 
Bands of roi^ beauties vie. 

In their propheded 
Summer pride. 

Prom the snowdrop learn ; 
Not in her pale life lives she, 
But in her blushing prophecy. 
Thus be thy hopes, 

Living but to yearn 
Upwards to the hidden copes ;— 

Even within the urn 
Let them bum I 



Heroes of thy I 
Warriors with golden crowns, 
Ghostly shiq[>es with marbled frowns 
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Stare thee to stone; 

Matrons of thy race 
Pass before thee making moan ; 

Poll of solenm grace 
Is their ftace. 

Piteonsthefar despair I 
Pfteons their lodes forlorn 1 
Terrible their ghostly scorn 1 
StiU hold thoa Cut ;- 

Heed not their despair 1— 
Thoa art thy fntnre, not thy past ; 

Let them glance and glare 
Thro' the air. 

Thon the min's bod, 
Be not that moist rich-smelling weed 
With its arras-sembled brede, 
And mln-hanntlng stalk ; 

Thon the min's bod, 
Be stm the rose that lights the walk, 

niz thy fragrant blood 
With the floodl 



THE RAPE OP AURORA 

Never, O never, 

Since dewy sweet Plora, 
Was ravished by Zephyr, 

Was snch a thing heard 

In the valleys so hollow I 

TUlroqr Aurora, 
Uprising as ever, 

Bright Phosphor to follow. 
Pale Phoebe to sever. 

Was caught like a bird 

To the breast of Apollo I 
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Wildly she flatters, 

And flushes sU oyer 
With passionate motters 

Of shame to the hosh 

Of his amoffoos widspers : 

But, O such a lorer 
Most win when he ntters 

Thro' roqr red lispers, 
The pains that discover 

The wishes that sfosh 

From the torches of Hespems. 

One finder Jnst tonchinff 

The Orient chamber, 
Onflooded the gnahing 

Of light that fllnmed 

All her Instroos onveiling. 

On doods of glow amber. 
Her limbs richly UnsUng, 

She lay sweetly wailing. 
In odoors that gloomed 

On the God as he bloomed 

O'er her loveUness paUng. 

Great Pan in his covert 

Beheld the rare glistenhig, 
The cry of the knre-hnrt. 

The sigh and the kiss 

Of the latest close mingling : 

But 'ore, thought he, listening, 
Will not do a dove hart 

I know,— and a tingling. 
Latent with bUss, 

Pricktthro'him,Iwi8, 

For the Nymph he was singling. 
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SOUTH-WEST WIND IN THE WOODLAND 

The sOence of prelnded sons:— 

AoUan lilence charms the woods ; 

Each tree a harp, whtmt foUafi:ed strings 

Are waiting: for the master's touch 

To sweep them faito storms of Joj, 

Stands mote and whispers not; the birds 

Brood dumb in their foreboding nests, 

Save here and there a chirp or tweet, 

Tliat otters fear or anzions lore, 

Or wlien the ousel sends a swift 

Half warble, shrinking back again 

His golden bill, or fdien aloud 

The storm-cock warns the dusking hills 

And villages and valleys round : 

For lo, beneath those ragged clouds 

That Mxt the opening west, a stream 

Of yellow light and windy flame 

Spreads lengthening southward, and the sky 

Begins to fi^oom, and o'er the ground 

A moan of coming blasts creeps low 

And rustles in the crisping grass ; 

Tin suddenly with mighty arms 

Outspread, that reach the horison round. 

The great South-West drives o'er the earth, 

And loosens all his roaring robes 

Behind him, over heath and moor. 

He comes upon the neck of night. 

Like one that leaps a fiery steed 

Whose keen black haunches quivering shine 

With eagerness and haste, that needs 

No i^mr to make the dark leagues fly I 

Whose eyes are meteors of speed ; 

Whose mane is as a flashing foam ; 

Whose hood are travelling thunder-shocks ;— 

He comes, and while his growing gusts, 
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'Wild conriers of his reckless connie 
Are whistling: from the duggtted gorse, 
And honying: over fern and broom, 
Midway, far off, he feigns to halt 
And gather In his streaming train. 

Now, whirring like an eagle's wing 
Preparing for a wide bine flight ; 
Now, flapping like a sail that tacks 
And chides the wet bewildered mast ; 
Now, screaming like an angnish'd thing 
Chased close by some down-breathing beak ; 
Now, wailing like a breaking heart. 
That will not wholly break, but hopes 
With hope that knows itself in vain ; 
Now, threatening like a storm-charged dond ; 
Now, cooing like a woodland dove ; 
Now, np again in roar and wrath 
High soaring and wide sweeping ; now 
With sadden fnry dashing down 
FnU-force on the awaiting woods. 

Long waited there, for aspens frail 

That tinkle with a sihrer bell. 

To warn the Zephyr of their love, 

When danger Is at hand, and wake 

The neighbouring boughs, surrendering all 

Their prophet harmony of leaves, 

Had caught his earliest windward thought. 

And told It trembling; naked birk 

Down showering her dishevelled hair. 

And like a beauty yielding up 

Her late to all the elements, 

Had swayed In answer ; hazels close. 

Thick brambles and dark brushwood tufts. 

And briared brakes that line the dells 

With shaggy beetling brows, had sung 

Shrill music, while the tattered flaws 

Tore over them, and now the whole 

Tumultuous concords, seized at once 
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With wtLWtLgt imptai t i o Di— pifl6» 

And larch, and beech, and fir, and thorn, 

And ash, and oak, and oakUng:, rave 

And shriek, and shout, and whirl, and tots, 

And stretch their arms, and split, and crack. 

And bend their stems, and bow their heads. 

And grind, and groan, and lion-like 

Roar to the echo-peopled hills 

And ravenons wilds, and crake-like cry 

With harsh delight, and cave-like caU 

With hollow month, and harp-Uke thrill 

With mighty melodies, sublime. 

Prom clumps of column'd pines that wave 

A lofty anthem to the sky* 

Fit music for a prophet's soul— 

And like an ocean gathering power. 

And murmuring deep, whfle down below, 

Reigns calm profound ;— not trembling now 

The aspens, but like freshening waves 

That fall upon a shingly beach ;— 

And round the oak a solemn roll 

Of organ harmony ascends. 

And in the upper foliage sounds 

A symphony of distant seas. 

The voice of nature is abroad 
This night; she fills the air vdth balm ; 
Her mystery is o'er the land ; 
And who that hears her now and yields 
His being to her yearning tones, 
And seats his soul upon her wings, 
And broadens o'er the wind-swept world 
With her, will gather in the flight 
More knowledge of her secret, more 
Delight in her beneficence. 
Than hours of musing, or the lore 
That lives with men could ever give 1 
Nor will it pass away whta mom 
Shall look upon the lulling leaves, 
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And woodland sonsliliie, Bden-cweet, 
Dreuns o'er the peths of peacefol shade ;— 
For eveiy elemental power 
Is Undred to our hearts, and once 
Acknowledged, wedded, once embraced, 
Once taken to the unfettered sense, 
Once daqit Into the naked Ufe, 
The ndon is etemaL 



VILL O' THE VISP 

Follow me, follow me, 
Over brake and under tree, 
Thro' the bosky tanglery. 

Brushwood and bramble I 

Follow me, follow me. 

Laugh and lei^ and scramble I 

Follow, follow, 

HiU and hollow, 

Fosse and burrow. 

Fen and furrow, 
Down faito the buhnsh beds, 
'Midst the reeds and osier heads, 
In the rushy soaking damps, 
"^There the ynpoim pitch their camps. 

Follow me, follow me. 
For a midni^t ramble I 
Ol what a mighty fog, 
What a merry night O ho I 
Follow, follow, nigher, nigfaer— 
Over bank, and pond, and briar, 
Down into the croaking ditches, 

Rotten log. 

Spotted frog, 

Beetle bright 

With crawUng light, 
What a joy Oho I 
Deep into the purple bog— 
WhatajoyOho! 
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Whert Uke hoits of pnckered wftches, 

All the shimiiisf agnei dt 

"Wnxsaing hands and chafing: feet, 

By the bine manh-hoverins: oOs : 

O the fools for all their moans 1 

Not a forest mad with fire 

Conld still their teeth, or warm their bones, 

Or loose them from their chilly coOs. 

What a clatter. 

How th^ chatter I 

Shrink and huddle. 

All a mnddle, 

'VhatajoyOhoI 
Down we 8:0, down we go, 
What a joy Oho I 
Soon shall I be down below. 
Plunging with a grey fat friar, 
Hither, thither, to and fro, 
B i yi^^ti f tiop mists «|w<^ whisking l ufn pti 
Pladiing in the shiny swamps ; 
While my coushi Lantern Jack, 
With cock ears and cunning eyes, 
Turns him round upon his back, 
Daubs him oozy green and black, 
Sits upon his rolling sise. 
Where he lies, where he lies, 
Groaning fnll of sack- 
Staring with his great round eyes I 

What a Joy Oho I 
Sits upon him in the swamps 
Breathing mists and whisking lamps ! 

What a joy O hoi 
Such a lad is Lantern Jack, 
When he rides the black nightmare 
Through the fens, and puts a glare 
In the friar's track. 
Such a frolic lad, good lack ! 
To turn a friar on his back, 
Trip him, clip him, whip him, nip him. 
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Lay bim ipr a w lin g, mack I 
Snch a lad is Lantern Jackl 
Snch a tricksj lad, good lack I 
'^QThatajoyOho! 
Follow me, follow me, 
Where he ito, and yon ahall aee ! 



SONG 

Falrandfalsel No dawn will greet 

Thy waUng beauty as of old ; 
The little flower beneath thy feet 

Is alien to thy smUe so cold ; 
The merry bird flown np to meet 
Yomig morning from his nest i' the ip^ieat, 

Scatters his joy to wood and wold, 

Bat scorns the arrogance of gold. 

False and fair I I scarce know why, 

Bat standing in the lone^ air, 
And nndemeath the blessed skyi 

I plead for thee in my despair ;— 
For thee cot off, both heart and ^e 
From living troth ; thy spring qvdtt dry ; 

For thee, that heaven my thought may share, 

Foiget— how false! and think— how fair I 



SONG 

Two wedded lovers watched the rising moon. 

That with her strange mysterious beauty glowing, 
Over misty hills and waters flowing. 

Crowned the long twilight loveliness of June : 
And thus in me, and thus in me, they spake. 
The solenm secret of first love did wake. 
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Atx>ve the hills the blnshins^ orb arcwe ; 
Her ahl^le eadrded by a radiant bower, 
In vMch the nigfhtingale with charm6d power, 

Poured forth enchantment o'er the dark npoBt : 
And thna in me, and thna in me they eaid, 
Earth's miats did with the aweet new ipirit wed. 

Far np the aky with ever purer beam, 

Upon the throne of night the moon was seated, 
And down the vall^ glens the shades retreated, 

And silver light was on the open stream. 

And thna in me, and thna in me, they sighed, 
Ai^bing Love has hallowed Passion's tide. 



SONG 

I cannot lose thee for a day. 

Bat like a bird with restless wing, 
My heart will find thee for away. 
And on thy bosom foil and sing, 

My nest is here, my rest is here ;~ 
And in the loll of wind and rain. 
Fresh voices make a sweet refrafo, 
« His test is there, his nest is there.' 

Vith thee the wind and aky are foir, 

Bnt parted, both are strange and dark ; 
And treacherons the qniet air 

That holda me singing like a lark, 

O ahieM my love, strong arm above I 
Tin fo the hash of wind and rain. 
Fresh voices make a rich refrain, 

'The arm above, will shield thy love.' 
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DAPHNE 

Vlvuing on the fitte of Daphne, 
Many feelings nrged my breMt, 
For the God so keen desiring:, 
And the Nymph so deep distrest 

Never fleshed thro' sylvan valley, 
Visions so divine^ fair ! 
He with eariy ardour glowing'. 
She with rotj angnish rare. 

Only stni more sweet and lovely 
For those terrors on her brows, 
Those swift glances wild and brilliant, 
Those deUdons pantfaig vows. 

Timidly the timid shoulders 
Shrinking from the fervid hand t 
Dark the tide of hair back-flowing 
From the Mne-vefaied temples bland I 

Lovely, too, divine Apollo 
In the speed of his porsnit ; 
With his eye an axu« Instre, 
And his voice a sunmer Inte I 

LooUng like some banished eagle 
Hovering o'er a fluttered bird j 
Not unseen of silver Naiad, 
And of wistfU Dryad heard t 

Many a mom the naked beauty 
Saw her bright reflection drown 
In the flowing smooth-fKed river. 
While the god came riieening down. 
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Down from Pindns bright Penens 
Tells its mnse-melodioiis source ; 
Sacred is its fonntained birthplace, 
And the Orient floods its course. 

Many a mom the sonny darling 
Saw the rising chariot-rays, 
From the winding rivep-reaches, 
Mellowing in amber base. 

Thro' the flaming mountain gorges 
Lo, the River leaps the plain ; 
Like a wild god-stridden coarser. 
Tossing high its foamy i 



Then he swims thro' lanrelled snnlight, 
Poll of all sensations sweet, 
rasty with his morning incense, 
To the mhrored maiden's feet ! 

Wet and bright the dfaiting pebbles 
Shine where oft she passed and stood ; 
All her dreamy warmth revolving, 
While the chilly waters wooed. 

Like to roqr-bom Aurora, 
Glowing freshly into view, 
When her doubtful foot she ventures 
On the first cold mondng blue. 

White as that Thessalian lily , 
Pairest Tempe's fairest flower, 
Lo, the tall Pentian virgin. 
Stands beneath her bathing bower. 

There the lanrell'd wreaths o'erarching 
Crown'd the dainty shuddering maid ; 
There the dark prophetic laurel 
Kiss'd her with its sister shade. 
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There the yoniifi: green gUatening leaflets 
Hosh'd with love thefa: breesy petl ; 
There the little opening flowerets 
Blosh'd beneath her vermeil heel I 

There among the consdons artx>nrs, 
Soimds of soft tnmoltnoas wail, 
Mysteries of love, mdodions, 
Came i^ion the lyric gale I 

Breathings of a deep enchantment, 
Effluence of immortal grace. 
Flitted round her filtering footstep. 
Spread a bahn about her lace I 

'Vitless of the enamonr'd presence, 
Like a dreamy lotus bud 
From its droway stem down-drooping, 
Cased she in the glowing flood. 

Softly sweet with fluttering presage. 
Felt she that ethereal sense, 
DrinUng charms of love delirious, 
Reaping bliss of love intense ! 

AH the air was thrill'd with sunrise, 
Birds made music of her name. 
And the god-impregnate water 
Qaspt her image ere she came. 

Richer for that glance unconscious ! 
Dearer for that soft dismay ! 
And the sudden self-possession ! 
And the smile as bright as day ! 

Plunging 'mid her scattered tresses, 
Whh her blue invoking eyes ; 
See her like a star descending I 
Like a rosebud see her rise I 
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Like a roadnid In the morning: 
Duhiag off its jewell'd dewi, 
Eie nnfoUWng all its fragnnce 
It is i:athered t^ the mnse I 

Bemteotis in the foamj Ungliter, 
BnbbUng round her shrinkins: waist, 
Lo! firom locks and 1^ and eydids 
Rain the grlitterinfi: pearl-drops chaste I 

And about the maiden raptore 
Still the mddy ripples play'd, 
EbUnff round in startled circlets 
When her arms began to wade. 

Flowing hi like tides attracted, 
To the glowing crescent shine ! 
Claning her ambrosial whiteness 
Like an Antomn-tinted vine ! 

Sinking low with love's emotion ! 
Levying with look and tone 
All love's rosy arts to mimic 
Cytherea's magic sons I 

TrembUng iq^ with adoration 
To the crimson daisy tip, 
Budding from the snowy bosom- 
Fainter than the rose-red lip I 

Rising In a storm of wavelets, 
That for shelter, fdgnhig fright, 
Prest to those twin-heaving havens, 
Harbomr'd there benesth her light 

(Heandng in a wfaki of eddies 
Round her Indd throat and neck ; 
Eddying in a gleam of dimples 
Up against her bloomy cheek. 
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Bribiiig all the breeiy water 
WiVi rich warmth, the nymph to keep 
In a aelMmpfison'd plaiiance, 
Tempting: her from deep to deep. 

TOl at laat delirioas paMlon 
ThriU'd the god to wild ezcesa, 
And the fenronr of a moment 
Made dhdnitj confeis ; 

And he atood in aU his glofy I 
Bat so radiant, being near, 
That her eyes were frosen on him 
In a fascinated fear I 

AH with orient splendoar shining,^ 
AU with roseate bhth afi^ow, 
Gleam'd the golden god before her, 
'Vith his golden crescent bow. 

Soon the dasxled light subsided. 
And he seem'd a tieanteons yonth, 
Form'd to gain the maiden's mnrmnrs, 
And to pledge the vows of tmth. 

Ahl thatthnshehadcontfamed! 
O, that such for her had been ! 
Gracefnl with all godlike beanty. 
But so hnmanlly serene I 

Cheeks, and month, and mellow ringlets, 
Bonnteons as the mid-day beam ; 
Pleading lockM and wistfrd tremonr. 
Tender as a maiden's dream I 

Pahnsthat like a bird's throbb'd bosom 
Palpitate with eagerness, 
Lips, the bridals of the roses. 
Dewy sweet from the caress I 
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Lips and limbs, and eyes and ringlets, 
Swaying, praying to one prayer. 
Like a lyre, swept by a spirit. 
In the still, enraptured air. 

Like a lyre in some iu valley. 
Uttering ravishments divine ! 
All its strings to viewless fingers 
Yearning, modulations fine ! 

Yearning with melodious fervour I 
Like a beauteous maiden flower, 
When the young beloved, three paces 
' Hovers firom the bridal bower. 

Throbbing thro' the dawning stillness I 
As a heart within a breast, 
When the young beloved is stepping 
Radiant to the nuptial nest 

O for Daphne ! gentle Daphne ! 
Ever warmer by degrees 
Whispers full of hopes and visions. 
Throng her ears like honey bees ! 

Never yet was lonely blossom 
Woo'd with such delicious voice ! 
Never since hath mortal maiden 
Dwelt on such celestial choice ! 

Love-enffiiaed she quivers, &lters-~ 
Falters, sighs, but never speaks, 
AH her rosy blood up-gushing, 
Oveiflows her ripe young cheeks. 

Blushing, sweet with virgin blushes. 
All her loveliness a-flame. 
Stands she in the orient waters. 
Stricken o'er with speechless shame I 
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Ah ! bnt lovelier, ever lovelier, 
As more deep the colour g:low8, 
And the honey-laden lily 
Changes to the fragrant rose. 

^Thile the god with meek embraces, 
Whispering all his sacred charms, 
Softly folds her, gently holds her. 
In his white endrding arms I 

But, O Dian ! veil not wholly 
Thy pale crescent from the mom ! 
Vanish not, O virgin goddess, 
With that look of paUid scorn! 

Still thy pure protecting influence 
Shed from those foir watchful eyes !— 
Lo ! her angiy orb has vanished, 
And the bright sun thrones the skies ! 

Voicelessly the forest Virgin 
Vanished ! bnt one look she gave— 
Keen as Niobean arrow 
Thro' the maiden's heart it drave. 

Thus toward that throning bosom 
Where all earth is warmed,— each spot 
Nourished with autumnal blesshigs— 
Icy chill was Daphne caught 

Icy chill ! but swift revulsion 
All her gentler self renewed. 
Even as icy Winter quickens 
With bud-opening warmth imbued. 

Even as a torpid brooklet 
That to the night-gleaming moon 
Flashed in turn the frozen glances,— 
Ndts upon the breast of noon. 
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But no moire — O tuewttf otivttt 
Tafm she to that botom bright, 
Swiftly all her leiiaet cooniel-- 
All her nerves are strong to flight 

O'er the brows of radiant Pindns 
Rolls a shadow dark and cold. 
And a sound of lamentation 
Issues from its moamlal fold. 

Voice of the &r-sighted Moses I 
Cry of keen foreboding song I 
Every cleft of startled Tempo 
Tingles with it sharp iCiid long. 

Over boom and bosk and dingle, 
Over rivers, over rills, 
Rons the sad sobservient Echo 
Toward the dim bloe distant hills ! 

And another and another! 
Tis a cry more wild than all ; 
And the hills vdth molBed vdces 
Answer ' Daphne I ' to the calL 

And another and another I 
4l Tis a cry so wildly sweet. 

That her charmed heart tarns rebel 
To the instinct of her feet ; 

And she panses for an instant ; 
Bnt his arms have scarcely slid 
Ronnd her waist in cestian girdles. 
And his low voloptooos lid 

Lifted pleading, and the honey 
Of his month for her's athirst. 
Ruby glistening, raised for moistnre— 
Like a bod that waits to borst 
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111 the tweet I 
And bis toofifiie hu acarce began 
Vith its JnafHmlitf bprthen— 
And the ckHids acarce ifaow tbe ton 

As it pierces tbto* a crerice 
Of the mass that dosed it o'er, 
When agafai the horror fladies— 
And slie toms to flight once morel 

And again o'er radiant Pindns 
RoHs tlie sliadow dark and cold, 
And tlie sonnd of lamentation 
Issues from its sable fold I 

And again the light winds chide her 
As she darts from his embrace— 
And again the fiff^voiced echoes 
Speak thefr Udhigs of the chase. 

Londly now as swiftly, swiftly. 

O'er the glimmering sands she ^»eeds ; 

Wildly now as in the fnrzes 

From the plerdng spikes she bleeds. 

Deeply and with direfbl anguish 
As aboye each crimson drop, 
Passion checks the god Apollo, 
And love bids him weep and stop.— 

He above each drop of crimson 
Shadowing— like the lanrel leaf 
That above himself will shadow,— 
Sheds a fadeless look of grief. 

Then with love's remorsefnl discord, 
With its own desire at war. 
Sighing turns, while dhnly fleeting 
Diqihne flies the chase afar. 
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But all nature it against her I 
Pan with all his sylvan troop, 
Thro' the vista'd woodland vaUefs 
Blocks her coarse with cry and whoop I 

In the twilights of the thickets 
Trees bend down their gnarled bongiis, 
WM green leaves and low curved branches, 
Hold her hair and beat her brows. 

Many a brake of brushwood covert 
Where cold darkness slumbers mute, 
Slips a shrub to thwart her passage. 
Slides a hand to dutch her foot 

Glens and glades of lushest verdure 
Toil her in their tawny mesh, 
'Vilder-woofed ways and alleys 
Lock her struggling limbs in lea^ 

Featheiy grasses, flowery mosses. 
Knot themselves to make her trip ; 
Sprays and stubborn nptign outstretching, 
Put a bridle on her lip ;— 

Many a winding lane betrays her. 
Many a sudden bosky shoot. 
And her knee makes many a stumble 
O'er some hidden damp old root, 

Whose quaint face peers green and dusky 
'Mongst the matted growth of plants, 
While she rises wild and weltering. 
Speeding on with many pants. 

Tangles of the wild red strawberry 
Spread their freckled trammels frail ; 
In the pathway creeping brambles 
Catch her In their thorny trail. 
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AH the widely sweeping: greensward 
Shifts and swims firom knoll to knoll ; 
Grey rongh-fingered oak and elm wood 
Posh her by from bole to bole. 

Groves of lemon, groves of dtron, 
Tall high-foliaged plane and pahn, 
Bloomy myrtle, light-bine olive, 
'Vave her back with gnsts of bahn. 

Languid Jasmine, scrambling briony , 
'Vails of dose-festooning braid. 
Fling themsdves abont her, mingling 
Vith her wafted locks, waylaid. 

Twisting bindweed, honey'd woodbine. 
Cling to her, while, red and blue, 
On her ronnded form, ripe berries 
Dash and die in gofy dew. 

Running ivies dark and lingering. 
Round her light limbs drag and twine ; 
Round her waist with languorous tendrils 
Reels and wreathes the juicy vine ;^ 

Reining in the flying creature 
'Vith its arms about her mouth ; 
Bursting all its mellowing bunches 
To seduce her husky drouth. 

Crowning her with amorous dusters ; 
Pouring down her sloping back 
Fresh-bom wines in glittering rillets, 
Foflowing her in crimson track. 

Buried, drenched in dewy foliage, 
Thus she glimmers from the dawn, 
'Vatched by every forest cr ea t ur e, 
Fleet4oot Oread, frolic Faun, 
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Silver landalled Arethota 
Not more swiftly fled the sands, 
Fled the plains and fled the stinlis:ht8, 
Fled the mormnrinfi: ocean strands. 

O, that now the earth wonld open I 
O, that now the shades would hide ! 
O, that now the £:ods would shelter! 
Caverns lead and seas divide ! 

Not more Mat soft-lowing lo 
Panted in those starry eyes, 
When the sleepless midnight meadows 
Piteoosly implored the skies ! 



Stffl her breathless flight she mges 
By the sanctuary stream, 
And the god with golden swiftn e ss 
Follows like an eastern beam. 

Her the dose bewfldering greenery 
Darkens with its duskiest green,— 
Hfan each little leaflet wdcomes. 
Flushing with an orient sheen. 

Thus he nears, and now all Tempo 
Rings with his mdodious cry. 
Avenues and blue expanses 
Beam hi his large lustrous eye! 

All the branches start to music I 
As if from a secret spring 
Thousands of sweet bUls are bubbUng 
In the nest and on the wing. 

Gleams and shines the glassy river 
And rich valleys eveiy one ; 
But of aU the throbbing beanty 
BrightestI singled by the Sun I 
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vfy FomiQ Iwr pimincnii^ mctei i 

Vine about her glowios: brow, 
Never aore waa bride ao beanteoua, 

Daphnef choaeo ujiuyli aa thou t ^ 

'l 

Thoaheneara! and now die feela Urn 
DreatUnj^ hot on eteij Umb j 
And he heara her own qnick pantlnga— 
Ah I that they might be for Urn. 

O, that like the flower he tramplea, j 

Bending from hia golden tread, I 

FttU of fair celeaHal ardoora, J 
She woold bow her bridal head. 



O, that like the flower she preaaea, 
Nodding from her lily touch, 
Light aa in the harmleaa breeaea, 
She wonld know the god for anch t 

See I the golden arma are round her^ 
To the air ahe graqia and cUnga I 
See I hia glowing anna have wound her— 
To the aky die ahrleka and apringa I 

See I the fluaUng chaae of Tempo 
Tremblea with Olympian air— 
See I green sptigB and buda are ahooting 
From thoae white raiaed arma of prayer I 

In the earth her feet are rooting !— 
Breaata and limba and lifted eyea, 
Hair and ttpa and atretching fingera, 
Fade away— and fadeleaa riae. 

And the god wfaoae fervent rapture 
Qaapa her, finda hia dose embrace 
Full of palpitating branchea, 
And new leavea that bud apace, 
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Round his wonder-stricken fordiead ;— 
While in ebbing measures slow, 
Sounds of softly dying pulses. 
Pause and quiver, pause and go. 

Go, and come again, and flutter 
On the verge of life,— then flee I 
All the white ambrosial beauty 
Is a lustrous Laurel Tree I 

Still with the great panting love-chase 
All its running np is warmed ;— 
But from head to foot the virgin 
Is transfigured and transformed. 

Changed !— yet the green Dryad nature 
Is instinct with human ties. 
And above its anguish'd lover 
Breathes pathetic sympathies. 

Sympathies of love and sorrow ;— 
Joy in her divine eso^ ! 
Breathing through her bursting foliage 
Comfort to his bending shape. 

Vainly now the floating Naiads 
Seek to pierce the laurel mase. 
Nought but laurel meets thefr glances, 
Laurel glistens as they gaze. 

Nought but bright prophetic laurel ! 
Laurel over eyes and brows, 
Over limbs and over bosom. 
Laurel leaves and laurel boughs I 

And in vain the listening Dtyad 
Shells her hand against her ear !— 
All is silence— save the echo 
Travelling in the distance drear. 
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LONDON BY LAMPLIGHT 

There stands a ainger In the street, 
He has an audience motley and meet ; 
Above him lowers the London night, 
And around the lamps axe flaring bright 

His minstrelsy may be rnichaste— 
Tis much unto that motley taste, 
And loud the laughter he provokes 
From those sad slaves of obscene jokes. 

But woe is many a passer t^ 
Who as he goes turns half an ^ye, 
To see the human form divine 
Thus Circe-wise changed Into swine ! 

Make up the sum of either aez 
That all our human hopes perplex, 
'With those unhappy shapes that know 
The silent streets and pale cock-crow. 

And can I trace In such dull eyes 
Of fireside peace or country skies ? 
And could those haggard cheeks presume 
To memories of a May-tide bloom ? 

Those violated forms have been 
The pride of many a flowering green ; 
And still the virgin bosom heaves 
With daisy meads and dewy leaves. 

But Stygian darkness reigns within, 
The river of death from the founts of sfai ; 
And one prophetic water rolls 
Its gas^ snr&ce for thehr souls. 
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I win oot hide the tragic sight— 

Those drown'd Uack locks, those dead lips white, 

'Wm rise from ont the slimy flood, 

And ay belore God's throne for blood ! 

Those stiffened Umbs, that swollen face,— 
PoUntion's last and best embrace, 
Win caU as snch a picture can, 
For retribution i^mui man* 

Hark! how their feeble langhter rings, 
While still the ballad-monger sfaigs, 
And flatters their nnhappy breasts 
With poisooons words and pongent jests. 

O now would ereiy daisy blnsfa 
To see them 'mid that earthy cmh I 
O dumb would be the evening thrush. 
And hoary look the hawthorn bosh I 



The meadows of their infimcy 
Would shrink from them, and twtrj tree. 
And ewtrj little laughing spot. 
Would hush itself and know them not 

Precursor to what black dei^airs 

Was that child's face which once was thefrs ! 

And O to what a world of guile 

Was herald that young angel smile I 

That face which to a fiither's ^ye 
Was bahn for all anadety ; 
That smile which to a mother's heart 
Went swifter than the swallow's dart ! 

O hi^tpy homes ! that still they know 
At intervals, with what a woe 
Would ye look on them, dim and strange, 
Suffering worse than winter change ! 
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And yet could I tnasplaiit them there, 
To breathe again the innocent air 
Of youth, and once more reconcile 
Their outcast looks with natm«'s smile ; 

Could I but give them one clear day 
Of this delidons loving May, 
Release their souls from anguish darit, 
And stand them underneath the lark ;^ 

I thhik that Nature would hare power 
To graft again her blighted flower 
Upon the broken stem, renew 
Some portion of its early hue:— 

The heavy flood of tears unlock, 

More precious than the Scr^jitured rock ; 

At least histfl a happier mood. 

And bring them back to womanhood. 

Alas I how many lost ones claim 
This refuge from despafr and shame I 
How many, longhig for the lig^t, 
Sink deeper hi the abyss this night ! 

O, cryhigsfai! O, blusUng thought ! 
Not only unto those that wrought 
The misery and deadly blight ; 
But those that outcast them this night ! 

O, agony of grief! for who 
Less dainty than his race, will do 
Such battle for their human right, 
As shaU awake this starUed night ? 

Prodahn this evO human page, 
'Vfll ever blot the Golden Age, 
That poets dream and saints invite, 
If it be unredeemed this night ! 
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This night of deep solemnity^ 
And verdnrons serenity, 
While oyer every fleecy field, 
The dews descend and odours yield. 

This night of grleamins: fioods and &Us, 
Of forest glooms and sylvan calls, 
Of starlight on the pebbly rills, 
And twilight on the circling hills. 

This night I when firom the paths of men 
Grey error steams as from a fen ; 
As o'er this flaring City wreathes 
The black dond-vaponr that it breathes I 

This idgbt from which a mom will q;Mring 

Blooming on its orient wing ; 

A mom to roll with many more 

Its ghostly foam on the twilight shore. 

Nom I when the frite of all mankfnrt 
Hangs poised in donbt, and mania blind. 
His dnties of the day will seem 
The fact of life, and mine the dream. 

The destinies that bards have suig. 
Regeneration to the yonng ; 
Reverberation of the truth, 
And virtuous culture unto youth I 

Youth I in whose season let abound 
All flowers and fraits that strew the ground, 
Voluptuous joy where love consents. 
And health and pleasure pitch their tents : 

All rapture and all pure delight ; 

A garden all unknown to blight, 

But never the unnatural night 

That throngs the shameless song this night I 
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SONG 

Under boughs of timthiiis: Naj, 
In the mild spdng-^ime I laj, 
Lonely, for I had no love ; 

And the sweet hfards all sang: for pity, 
Cnckoo, lark, and dove. 

Tell me, cuckoo, then I cried. 
Dare I woo and wed a bride? 
I, Uke thee, have no home-nest ; 

And the twin notes thus tuned their ditty,- 
' Love can answer best' 

Nor, warm dove with tender coo. 
Have I thy soft voice to woo. 
Even were a damsel by ; 

And the deep woodland crooned its ditty,- 
' Love her first and try.' 

Nor have I, wild lark, thy wing, 
That firom bluest heaven can bring 
Bliss, whatever £ate beiaU ; 

And the sky-lyrist trilled this dit^,— 
< Love wiU give thee alL' 

So it chanced while June was young. 
Wooing well with fervent song, 
I had won a damsel coy ; 

And the sweet birds that sang for pity, 
JubOeedforjoy. 
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PASTORALS 



How tweet on Mmiiy aftemooBt, 
For those who jonmej light and weU, 
To loiter op a hillj rise 
Whidiliides the prospect Ux beyond, 
And fancy all the landscape lying 
BeantifnlandstiU. 

Beneath a sky of sommer bine, 
Whose rounded cloudlets, folded soft. 
Gaze on the scene which we await 
And picture firom their peacefnlness ; 
So calmly to the earth inclining 

Float those loving shapes I 

Like airy brides, each singling out 
A spot to love and bless with love, 
Thehr creamy bosoms glowing warm, 
Till distance weds them to the hUls, 
And with its latest gleam the river 
Sinks in their embrace. 

And sihreriy the river runs. 
And many a graceful wind he makes, 
By fields where feed the happy flocks. 
And hedge-rows hushing pleasant lanes, 
The charms of English home reflected 
In his shining eye. 

Ancestral oak, broad-foUaged elm, 
Rich meadows sunned and starred with flowers, 
The cottage breathing tender smoke 
Against the brooding golden air, 
With glimpses of a stately mansion 
On a woodland sward. 
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And drcUng roaad as with a ring:, 
The diitance spreading: amber hase» 
Endosfaig hills and pastores sweet ; 
A depth of soft and mellow Ug^ht 
Which fills the heart with sadden yeamin^ 
Aimless and serene 1 

No disenchantment follows here, 
For nature's inspiration moves 
The dream which she herself fulfils ; 
And he ii^ose heart like valley warmth, 
Steams up with Joy at scenes like this 
Shall never be foriom. 

And O for any human soul 
The rapture of a wide survey^ 
A valley sweeping: to the West 
With all its wealth of loveUness, 
Is more than recompense for days 
That taught us to endure. 



Yon upbmd dope n^ch hides the sun 
Ascending: from his eastern deeps, 
And now ag;ahist the hues of dawn, 
One level line of tillag:e rears; 
The farrowed brow of toil and time ; 
To many it Is but a sweep of land I 

To others tis an Autumn trust. 
But unto me a mystery ;— 
An Influence strange and swift as dreams ; 
A whispering of old romance ; 
A temple naked to the clouds ; 
Or one of nature's bosoms fresh revealed. 

Heaving with adoration I there 
The work of husbandry is done. 
And dally bread is dally earned ; 
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Nor teems there onght to indicate 
The springes which move in me such thoughts, 
But from mj sonl a spirit calls them np. 

All daj into the open sky. 
All night to the eternal stars, 
For ever both at mom and eve 
When mellow distances draw near. 
And shadows lengthen in the dnsk, 

Athwart the heavens it rolls its glimmering line I 

• 

When twilight from the dream-hned West 
Sighs hash I and all the land is still ; 
When from the lush empurpling East, 
The twilight of the crowing cock. 
Peers on the drowsy village roofo, 
Athwart the heavens that glimmering line is seen. 

And now beneath the rising sun. 
Whose shining chariot overpeers. 
The irradiate ridge, while fetlock deep 
In the rich soil his coursers plunge- 
How grand in robes of light it looks I 
How glorious with rare suggestive grace I 

The ploughman mounting np the height 
Becomes a glowing shape, as though 
Twere joung Triptolemus, plough in hand, 
While Ceres in her amber scarf. 
With gentle love directs him how 
To wed the willing earth and hope for fruits I 

The fur row s running up, are fraught 
With meanfaigs ; there the goddess walks. 
While Proserpine is joung, and there— 
'Mid the late autumn sheaves, her voice 
Sobbing and choked with dumb despair— 
The nights will hear her wailing for her child I 
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Whatever dim traditioo teUs, 
Whatever history may reveal, 
Or fiucj, firom her atany browa, 
Othght or dreamfnl Inatre ahed, 
Conld not at this sweet time increase 
The quiet consecration of the q^ 

Blest with the sweat of hdx>nr, blest 
With the yomis: son's first vig^orons beama. 
Village hope and harveat prayer,— 
The heart that throbs beneath it, holds 
A bliaa ao perfect hi itaelf 
nen'a thons^ts most borrow rather than bestow. 



Ill 

Now standing: on thia hedgeaide path, 
Up which the evening: winds are blowing- 
TKlldly from the lingering lines 

Of sunset o'er the hills ; 
Unaided by one motive thought, 
My spirit with a strange impulsion 
Rises, like a fledgling. 
Whose whigs are not mature, but still 
Supported by its strong desfre, 
Beata up ita native ah- and leavea 

The tender mother'a nest. 

Great muaic under heaven ia made. 
And in the track of ruahing darkness 
Comes the solemn shape of night, 

And broods above the earth. 
A tUng of Nature am I now, 
Abroad, without a aenae or feeling 
Bom not of her bosom ; 
Content with all her truths and fates ; 
Bv'n aa yon strip of grass that bows 
Above the new-bom violet bloom, 

And sings with wood and field. 
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IV 

Lo, as a tree, whose wintry twi^s 
Drink in the son with fibrons Jo j» 
And down into its dampest roots 
Thrills quickened with the dranght of life, 
I wake onto the dawn, and leave my griefii to drowse. 

I rise and drink the fresh sweet ah- : 
Each dranght a fntnre bnd of Spring ; 
Each glance of bine a bhrth of green ; 
I will not mimic yonder oak 
That dallies with dead lesTes er'n while the primrose peeps. 

Bnt foil of these warm-whispering beams, 
Like Nemnon in his mother's eye,— 
Aurora I when the statne stone 
Moaned soft to her pathetic touch,— 
Ny soul shall own its parent in the founts of day I 

And erer in the recurring light, 
True to the primal Joy of dawn, 
Forget its barren grie£i ; and aye 
Like aspens in the frUntest breese. 
Turn all its silver sides and tremble into song. 



Now from the meadow floods the wild duck clamours. 
Now the wood pigeon wings a rapid flight, 
Now the homeward rookery follows up its vanguard, 
And the valley mists are curUng up the hills. 

Three short songs gives the dear-voiced throstle, 
Sweetening the twilight ere he fills the nest; 
While the little Urd upon the leafless branches 
Tweets to its mate a tiny loving note. 

Deeper the stilhiess hangs on every motion ; 
Calmer the silence follows every call ; 
Now all is quiet save the roosting pheasant, 
The bell-wether tinkle and the watch-dog's baric 
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Soft^ tune tlie liffhts from the aitoot Undlloff hooieit^ 
Stars of the hMurth to the shepherd in the fold ; 
Springs of desire to the trsTeUer on the roadway ; 
Ever breathing incense to the ever-blessing sky I 



VI 

How barren would this valley be, 
Withoot the golden orb that gases 
On ity broadening to hnes 
Of rose, and spreading wings of amber ; 
Blessing it before it fslls asleep. 

How barren would this valley be, 
"Withont the hnman lives now beating 
In it, or the throbbing hearte 
Par distant, who their flower of childhood 
Cherish here, and water it with tears I 

How barren should I be, were I 
Withont above that loving splendour. 
Shedding Uglit and warmth I without 
Some kindred natures of my kind 
To joy in me, or yearn towards me now 1 



VII 
glows warm on the meadows, and speedwell, and gold-cups, and 



Darken 'mid deepening masses of sorrel, and shadowy grasses 
Show the ripe hue to the £umer, and summon the scythe and the hay- 
makers 
Down firom the village; and now, even now, the air smells of the mowing. 
And the sharp song of the scythe whistles daily; firom dawn, till the 

fldoaming 
Wears ita cool star ; sweet and welcome to all flaming fiues afleld now ; 
Heavfly weighs the hot season, and drowses the darkening foliage, 
Drooping with languor; the white cloud floats, but sails not, for windless 
Heaven's bhie tenta it ; no lark shiging up in ita fleecy white valleys ; 
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Up in its Ukj wmte vall^ys» once feathered with minstrels ; metodioa 
Vith theinvisible joy that wskes dawn o'er the green fields of Kngtsnd, 
Snmmer grlows warm on the meadows; then come, let ns roam thro' them 

Heedless of heat, and the hoi4dssins: son, and the fear of dark freckles. 

Never one kiss will he give on a neck, or a Uly-wfaite forehead, 

Chin, hand, or bosom uncovered, all panting, to take the chance cool- 



Bnt fiill sore the fiery pi e ssuie lesTes seal of e^>onsaL 
Heed him not; come, tho' he kiss till the soft little npper-l^ loses 
Half its pore n^teness ; jnst speck'd where the cnnre of the roqr month 
reddens* 

Come, let him kiss, let hhn kiss, and his kisses shall make thee the sweeter. 
Thon art no nnn, veiled and vowed ; doomed to nourish a withering pallor I 
City exotics beside thee would show like bleached linen at mid-day. 
Hung upon hedges of eglantine I Thou in the freedom of nature, 
PuU of her beauty and wisdom, gentleness, Joyance, and kindness I 
Come, and like bees will we gather the rich golden honey of noontide ; 
Deep in the sweet summer meadows, border'd by hillside and river ; 
Lined with long trenches half-hidden, where, smell of white meadow-sweet, 

sweetest 
BUssfnlly hovers— O sweetest I but pluck it noti even in the tenderest 
Grasp it will lose breath and wither ; like many, not made for a po^. 

See, the sun slopes down to the meadows, where all the fiowers are frdling I 

Palling unhymned ; for the nightingale scarce ever charms the long twi- 
light: 

Nute with the cares of the nest; only known by a 'chuck, chuck,' and 
dovelike 

Call of content, but the finch and the linnet and blackcap pipe loudly. 

Round on the western hill-side warbles the rich-billed ouzel ; 

And the shrill throstle is filling the tangled thickening copses ; 

Singing o'er hyacinths hid, and most honey'd of fiowers, white field-rose. 

Joy thus to revel all day in the grass of our own beloved country ; 

Revel all day, till the lark mounts at eve with his sweet *tirra-lirra ' : 

Trilling deUghtfnlly. See, on the river the slow-rippled sur&ce 

Shining ; the slow ripple broadens in circles ; the bright surface smoothens ; 

180 



\ 



POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH 

Now it is flat as the iMiTW of the yet oaaeeii water-fily. 

There dart the lives of a daj, eveF-vaiyhig: tactics lEuitastic. 

There, by the wefc-mifTored osiers, the emerald wing of the kingfisher | 

Ffanbes, the fish hi his beak I there the dab-chick dived, and the motion 

Lazily mwfahitcs all thro' the tall standing army of mshes. 

Joy thus to revel all day, tUl the twilight toms ns homeward I 
im all the lingering deep-blooming splendonr of snnset is over, 
And the one stsr sUnes miUQy in mellowing hnes, like a spirit 
Sent to assnre ns that light never dieth, tho' day is now buried. 
Saying : to-morrow, to^iorrow, few hours intervening, that interval 
Tuned by the woodkrk in heaven, to-morrow my semblance, fur eastward. 
Heralds the day 'tis my misBion eternal to seal and to prophecy. 

Come then, and homeward ; passing down the close path of the meadows. 
Home-like the bees stored with sweetness ; each with a lark in the bosom. 
Trilling for ever, and oh I will yon lark ever cease to sing np there? 



SONG 

Spring 

When buds of pahn do burst and ^iread 

Their downy feathers in the lane, 
And orchard blossoms, white and red. 

Breathe Spring delight for Autumn gain ; 

And the skylark shakes his wings in the rain ; 

O then is the season to look for a bride I 
Choose her warily, woo her unseen ; 

For the choicest maids are those that hide 
Like dewy violets under the green. 
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SONQ 



Vhen nnts behind the hmsel-leef 

Are brown as the aqnirrel that hnnta them free. 
And the fields are rich with the snn-bwnt ahea( 

'Nid the bine cornflower and the yeUowinff tree ; 

And the frumer glows and beams in his £^ ; 

O then is the season to wed thee a bride 1 

Ere the gamers are filled and the ale-cnps foam ; 

For a smiling hostess is the pride 

And fiower of every Harvest Home. 



LOVE IN THE VALLEY 

Under yonder beech-tree standing on the green-sward, 

Couched with her arms behind her little head. 
Her knees folded np, and her tresses on her bosom. 

Lies my young love sleeping in the shade. 
Had I the heart to slide one arm beneath her, 

Press her dr e amin g lips as her waist I folded slow. 
Waking on the instant die could not but embrace me— 

Ah I would die hold me, and never let me go? 

Shy as the squirrel, and wayward as the swallow; 

Swift as the swallow when athwart the western fiood 
Cirdethig the snrlftGe he meets his mkroced winglets,— 

Is that dear one in her maiden bud. 
Shy as the squkrel whose nest is hi the pine-tops ; 

Gentle— ahl that she were jealous as the dove I 
Full of an the wiUbiess of the woodland cre at ures, 

Happy hi herself is the maiden that I love I 
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Vhat can have taagfat her diftmst of all I ttll her ? 

Can die truly doobt me when looking; on mj brows? 
Natnre never teaches diatmst of tender knre-talea, 

Vhat can have tanght her dlBtmst of all mj vows? 
No, die does not donbt me I on a dewy eve-tide 

Whispering: togfether beneath the Htitening moon, 
I pimy'd tiU her cheek flosh'd, implored tiU die fidtered- 

Flntteied to my bosom— ah I to fly away so soon I 



When her mother tends her before the laughing: mfaror, 

Tying up her laces, looping up her hair, 
Often she thinks— were this wild thing wedded, 

I should have more love, and much less care. 
When her mother tends her before the bashful mirror, 

f,oosening her laces, combing down her cuds. 
Often she thinks— were this wild thing wedded, 

I should lose but one for so many boys snd girls. 



Clambering roses peep into her chamber, 

Jasmine and woodbine breatl^ sweet, sweet, 
WBJtO'iiccked swallows twittering of summer. 

Fill her with bahn and nested peace firom head to feet 
Ah I wiU the rose-bough see her lying londy. 

When the petals fall and fierce bloom is on the leaves ? 
Wm the Autumn gamers see her still ungathered. 

When the fickle swallows forsake the weeping eaves? 



Comes a sadden question— should a strange hand pluck her t 

Oh I idiat an anguish smites me at the thought. 
Should some idle lordhng bribe her mind with jewehi I— 

Can such beauty ever thus be bought ? 
So metim es the huntsmen prandng down the valley 

Bye the village lasses, full of sprightly mirth ; 
They see as I see, mine is the fidrest I 

Would die were older and could read my worth I 
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Are tbore not tweet maidens if die Still deny me ? 

Show the bridal heavens bot one bcic^ht star ? 
Vheiefore thos then do I chase a sliadow, 

Qatterinc: one note Uke a brown eve-jar ? 
So I ffajme and reason tin idle darts before me— 

Thro' the miU^ meadows firom flower to flower idie flies, 
Snnninff her sweet palms to shade her dassled ^yeUds 

Prom the golden love that looks too eager fai her ejes. 



When at dawn die wakens» and her lair fiKe gases 

Oat on the weather thro' the window-panes, 
Beanteonsshelooksl like a white water4ily 

Borsting out of bad on the rinded river plains. 
When firom bed she rises clothed firom neck to ankle 

In her long nightgown, sweet as boughs of Msj, 
Beanteonsdielooksl like a tall garden li^ 

Pore from the night and periect fior the day I 



Happy, happy time, when the grey stsr twinkles 

Over the fields all firesh with bloomy dew ; 
When the cold-cheeked dawn grows ruddy up the twOigfat, 

And the gold son wakes, and weds her in the Use. 
Then when my darting tempts the eariy breeses. 

She the only star that dies not with the dark I 
Powerless to speak all the ardour of my passion 

I catch her little hand as we listen to the krk. 



Shan the birds in vain then valentfaie their sweethearts ? 

Season after season tdl a fruitless tale ; 
Wm not the vfrghi listen to their voices? 

Take the honeyed meaning, wear the bridal veiL 
Pears die firosts of winter, fiears die the bare branches? 

Waits die the garlands of spring fior her dower ? 
Is die a ni(^itingale that will not be nested 

Tin the April woodhwd has buitt her bridal bower ? 
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Tbeo come nwRj April with all thj Urds and bcAotieB I 

▼tth thj craacent brows and thj floweiyf diowojf ^lec j 
▼tth thj baddiiis: kafi^e and freah green pastores ; 

And nay thy hiati'oiia ci'eaceut grow a honejuooo tor me I 
Come meny month of the cnckoo and the Tlolet I 

Come weeping LovdfaMaa in aU thy Une ddiiiit I 
Lol the neat Ja leadjri let me not latigniah longer ! 

Bring her to my arms on the first May night 



BEAUTy ROHTRAUT 
(From ICSricke) 

Vhat is the name of Khig Ringang'a daughter ? 

Rohtrant, Beaoty RohtrautI 
And iriiat does she do the livelong day» 
Since die dare not knit and spin alway ? 

hunting and fishing is ever her play I 
And, heigh I that her huntsman I mig^t be I 

1 'd hunt and fish right merrily I 

Be sOent, heart I 

And it rhanced that, after this some time, 

Rohtraut, Beauty Rohtraut, 
The boy hi the Castle haa gained acceaa, 
And a liorse he has got and a huntsman'a dress, 
To hunt and to fish with the merry Princess ; 
And,OI thatalring'aaonlmightbel 
Beanty Rohtrant I love so tenderiy. 
Hush! hush I my heart 

Under a grey Old oak they aat, 
Beanty, Beauty Rohtrant I 
Shelaus^: * Why look you so slyly at me? 
If yon have heart enoagh, come, kiss me.' 
Cried the breathless boy, 'kissthee?' 
But he thhiks, kind fortune haa fa v our ed my youth ; 
And thrice he haa kissed Beauty Rohtiaut^ month. 
Down I down! mad heart 
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Tbeo alowlj and silently they rode home,— 
RjOhtnuifc, BeantyRolitnuitl 
The tx^ was loifc in his delist : 
< And, wert Uum Empress this ▼erj night, 
I would not heed or fed the bUght ; 
Y€ thousand leaves of the wild wood wist 
How Beanty Rohtranf s month I kiss'd. 
HnshI hush I wild heart' 



TO A SKYLARK 

skylark I I see thee and call thee joy I 

Thy wings bear thee up to the breast of the dawn ; 

1 see thee no more, but thy song is still 
The tongue of the heavens to mel 

Thus are the days when | was a boy ; 

Sweet while I lived in them, dear now they 're gone : 

I feel them no longer, but still, O stDl 

They tell of the heavens to me. 



SORROWS AND JOYS 

Bury thy sorrows, and they shall rise 

As souls to the immortal skies, 

And there look down like mothers' eyes. 

But let thy joys be fresh as flowers. 
That suck the honey of the showers. 
And bloom alike on huts and towers. 

So shaU thy days be sweet and bright; 
Solemn and sweet thy starry night, 
Conscious of love each change of light 
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The iters irill watch the flowers sdeep, 
The flowers will feel the soft stars weep, 
Aad both will mix sensations deep. 

"With these below, with those above, 
Sits eveiiuore the brooding dove, 
uniting both in bonds of love* 

For both by natnre are akin ; 
Sorrow, the ashen frait of sin, 
Aad joj, the jnice of Ufe within. 

Children of earth are these; and those 
The spirits of dlrlne repose— 
Death radiant o'er all homan woes. 

O, think what then had been thy doom, 
If homeless and without a tomb. 
They had been left to hannt the gloom 1 

O, think again what now they are— 
Motheriy love, tho' dim and fer, 
Imaged In every Instroos star. 

For they. In their salvation, know 

No vestige of their former woe, 

Vhile thro* them all the heavens do flow. 

Thns art thon wedded to the skies, 
Aad watched by ever-loving eyes, 
Aad warned by yearning sympathies. 



SONG 

The Flower nnfolds its dawning cap, 
And the yonng son drinks the star-dews np, 
At eve it droops with the bUss of day, 
Aad dreams In the midnight fer away. 
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So am I In fhf sole, tweet gfauiot, 
ftened with a weight of ottenuBoe ; 
howbiglj aH my leaTea anlbld, 
Aad gleam to the beams of thlia^ gold* 

At eve I droopt for then the swell 
Of feettng fiitten forth lueweO ;- 
At midniglit I am dreanUng deq^, 
Of what has been, hi bliiafnl Sleep. 

Vhen— ah! when win love's own light 
y/Ttd me alike thro' daj and night, 
When will the stars with their UnUng chams 
VZtikt ns In each other's anna? 



SONG 

Thon to me art snch a spring, 
As the Arab seeks at eve, 
Thirsty from the shining sands; 
There to bathe his face and hands, 
While the son is taking leave. 
And dewy sleep is a delldoas tUng. 

Thoo to me art snch a dream, 
As he dreams upon the grass, 
While the bnbbUng coofaiess near. 
Makes sweet mnsic In his ear ; 
And the stars that dowly pass. 
In solitaiy gnmdeor o'er hhn gleam. 

Thon to me art snch a dawn. 
As the dawn, whose mddy kiss 
Wakes hhn to his dsrllng steed ; 
And again the desert s peed . 
And agahi the desert bliss, 
Lightens thro' his vehis, and he Is gone ! 
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ANTIGONE 

The boried voice beepake AaAigoat, 

<0 Sifter I conldrt Uiou know m thoa wilt know» 
The biin above, the reverence below, 
Enkindled by fhj aacrifice for me ; 
Thon wonldat at ooce with holy ecatai^, 
Give thy warm Umba into the yeandns: earth. 
Sleep, Steter ! for Elyafami'a dawning^ birth,— 
And fiOth wm fin thee with what ia to be I 
Sleep, for the Goda are watching over thee I 
Thy dream win ateer thee to perform their will, 
Aa ailent^ thefar hiflnence th^ InatiL 
O Stater 1 in the aweelu e aa of thy prime. 
Thy hand baa plucked the bitter flower of death ; 
Bnt thia will dower thee with Elyaian breath, 
That fiule into a never-lading: clime. 
Dear to the Goda are thoae that do like thee 
A aolernn doty 1 for the tyranny 
Of kinga ia feeble to the aool that darea 
Defy them to fulfil ita aacred carea : 
And weak againat a mi^ty will are men, 
O, Torch between two brotheral in whoae gleam 
Our alaughtered Houae doth ahine aa one again, 
Tho' aevered by the aword ; now may thy dream 
Kindle deaire in thee for ua, and thou, 
Foigetting not thy lover and hla vow, 
T caving no human memory foigot, 
Shalt croaa, not unattended, the dark atream 
Which runa by thee in deep and ripplea not. 
The large atam glitter thro' the ansdoua night. 
And the deep aky brooda low to look at thee : 
The air ia huah'd and daik o'er land and aea. 
And all ia waiting for the morrow light : 
So do thy kindred spirita wait for thee. 
O Slater I aoft aa on the downward rill, 
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Wm those fint daybeams from the diftant hiU 

Fall on the smoothneis of thj pladd brow, 

Like this cahn sw e etu e aa breathing thro' me now: 

And when the fated sounds shall wake thine eyes, 

WUt thoo, confiding in the sup re m e wiU* 

In all thy maiden steadfiutness arise, 

Firm to obey and earnest to fnifil ; 

Remembering the night thon didst not sleep. 

And this same brooding ^ bdield thee creep. 

Defiant of mmataral decree. 

To where I lay i^Km the onlcaat land; 

Before the iron gates i^Km the plain ; 

A wretched, gnnreless ghost, whose wailing chOl, 

Came to thy darkened door imploring thee ; 

Yearning for burial like my brother sfadn ^-> 

And all was dared for love and piety ! 

This thought will nerve again thy virgin hand 

To serve its purpose and Its destiny*' 

She woke, they led her forth, and all was stilL 



Swathed round in mist and crown'd with cload, 

O Mountain I hid from peak to base 

Caufi^ up into the heavens and clasped 

In white ethereal arms that I 

Thy mystery of else subUme ! 

What ^e or thoufi^ can 1 

Thy grand dilating loftiness! 

What giant crest dispute with thee 

Supremacy of air and sky ! 

What frOded height with thee compare I 

Not those vhM4eRaced hills that seethe 

The lava in their fiery cusps ; 

Nor that higlKlfanblng robe of snow. 

Whose summits touch the morning star, 

And breathe the thfamest air of life ; 

Nor crocna-coucUng Ida, warm 
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With Jono's latest nttptial tnre ; 

Nor TenedoB whose dresmj eje 

StiU looks i^Kw beless:oered Troy ; 

Nor jet Oljinpas crown'd with gods, 

Csn boast a nu^esty like thine, 

O nomitala I hid from peak to base, 

And Image of the awfnl power 

With which the secret of all tUngs 

That stoops fixmi hesTen to garment earth, 

Can ^»eak to any human soul, 

When once the earthly Umits lose 

Their pofaited heights and aharpencd Uncs, 

And measnreless Imiiieiisily 

Is palpable to sense and siglit. 



SONG 

No, no, the fiUling blossom is no sign 

Of loveUness destroyed and sorrow mote ; 

The blossom sheds its loveliness divine ;— 
Its mission Is to prophecy the fruit 

Nor is the day of love for ever dead, 

When young enchantment and romance are gone ; 
The veH Is drawn, but all the finture dread 

Is lightened by the finger of the dawn. 

Love moves with life along a darker way , 
They cast a shadow and they call it death : 

But rich is the fnlfihnent of their day ; 
The purer passion snd the firmer fidtb* 



THE TWO BLACKBIRDS 

A Blackbird in a wicker cage. 

That hung and swung 'mid ihdts and flowers. 
Had learnt the song-charm, to assuage 

The dreamess of its wingless hours. 
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Aad ever when the aooi: was heard, 

From trees that shade the graai^ plot 

'Garbled another glosqr bird, 

Whoae mate not lone: ago was shot. 

Strange anguish in that creatu^'s hreaat, 

Unwept like hnman grief, nnsald, 
Has quickened in its londy nest 
A living Impulse from the dead. 

Not to console its own wild smart,^ 

But with a kindling faistinct strong. 
The novd feeUng of its heart 

Beats for the captive bird of song. 

And when those mellow notes are stm, 

It hops from off its chorsl perch, 
O'er path and sward, with bn^ bm. 

All grateful gifts to peck and search. 

Store of ouzel dainties choice 

To those white swinging bars it brings ; 

And with a low consoling voice. 

It talks between its fluttering wings. 

Deeply fai their bitter grief 

Those sufferers reciprocate, 
The one sings for Its woodland life, 

The other for its murdered mate. 

But deeper doth the secret prove. 

Uniting those sad creatures so ; 
Humanity's great link of love. 

The common sympathy of woe. 

"V^eU divined from day to day. 

Is the swift speech between them twain ,- 

For when the bird is scared away. 
The captive bursts to song again. 
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Yet daily with Hs flatterini: voice, 

TaUdn^ amid its flotterins^ wings, 
Store of onsei dainties choice, 

VTiXtk busy bill the poor bird brings. 

And shall I say, tin weak with age, 

Down from its drowsy branch it drops, 

It win not leave that captive cage. 

Nor cease those bn^ searching hqps? 

Ah, no ! the moral win not strain ; 

Another sense win make It range. 
Another mate win soothe its pain. 

Another season work a change. 

Bnt thro' the live4ong summer, tried, 

A pore devotion we may see ; 
The ebb and flow of Nature's tide ; 

A self-forgetful sympathy. 



JULY 
I 

Blue July, bri^t July, 

Month of storms and gorgeous blue ; 

Violet Ugfatnfaigs o'er thy sky. 
Heavy frUls of drenching dew ; 

Summer crown ! o'er glen and s^de 

Shrinking hyacinths in their shade ; 

I wdcome thee with an thy pride, 

I love thee like an Eastern bride. 

Though an the singing days are done 
As in those climes that clasp the sun ; 
Though the cuckoo in his throat. 
Leaves to the dove his last twin note ; 

Come to me with thy lustrous eye. 

Golden-dawning oriently, 
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Come with all thy thliilfig blooms, 
Thy rich red rote and nrfling: glooms. 

Thon^ the cuckoo doth but sfaig ' cnky cnky' 

And the dove alone doth coo ; 
Thongh the coshat aphis her coo-r-roo, iHP-roo^ 
To the cuckoo's haltfaig * cnk.' 



II 

Sweet Jnly, warm July ! 

Month when mosses near the stream, 
Soft green mosses thick and shy, 

Are a raptnre and a dream. 
Summer Qoeen I whose foot the fiem 
Fades beneath while chesnnts bom ; 
I welcome thee with thy fierce love, 
Gloom below and gleam above. 

Though an the forest trees hang dnmb. 

With dense lesfiness o'ercome ; 

Though the nightingale and thrush, 

Fipt not from the bough or bush ; 
Come to me with thy lustrous eye, 
Asure-mdting westeriy. 
The ra|»tures of thy face unfold. 
And welcome in thy robes of gold ! 

Though the nig^thigale broods— *sweet-chuck-«weet'- 
Aad the ousel flutes so chin, 

Tho' the throstle gives but one shiiny triB 
To the nightingale's < sv7eet«weet' 



SONG 

I would I were the drop of rain 
That frUls into the dancing rffl, 

For I should seek the river then, 
And roU below the wooded hm, 
UntU I reached the sea. 
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And O, to be the river swift 

That wrestles with the witfnl tide, 
And fling the briny weeds aside 

That o'er the foamy billows drift. 
Until I came to thee 1 

I wonld that after weary strife, 

And storm beneath the piping wind, 

The cuirent of my tme fresh life, 

Might come nnmhigled, onimbrined. 
To where thoa floatest free. 

night find thee in some amber cUme, 
Where snnllght daisies on the sail. 
And dreaming of onr plighted vale. 

Might seal the dream, and bless the time, 
With maiden kisses three. 



SONG 

Come to me in any shape 1 

As a victor crown'd with vine. 
In thy coris the dnstering grape,— 

Or a vanquished slave : 
lis thy coming that I crave. 
And thy folding serpent twine, 
Qose and dnmb ; 
Ne'er from that wonld I escape ; 
Come to me in any shape 1 
Onlycomel 

Only come, and in my breast 

Hide thy diame or show thy pride ; 

In my bosom be caressed, 

Never more to part $ 

Come into my yearning heart; 
I, the serpent, golden-^ed, 
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Twine round thee; 
Twine thee with no venomed teet, 
Aboence makes the venomed neet ; 

Cometomel 

Come to me, mj lover, come I 

Violets on the tender stem 

Die and wither in their bloom. 

Under dewy gnm ; 
Come, my lover, or, alas 1 

I riuUl die, tfiall die like them, 
FraO and lone ; 
Come to me, my lover, come 1 
Let thy bosom be my tomb: 

Come, my own I 



THE SHIP17RECK OP IDOMBNEUS 

Swept from his fleet upon that futal night 
Whta great Poseidon's sndden-veering wnth 
Scattered the happy homeward-floating Greeks 
Like foam-flakes off the waves, the King of Crete 
Held lofty commuie with the dark Seapgod. 
His brows were crowned with victoiy, his cheeks 
"Vere Unshed with triumph, but the mighty joy 
Of Troy's destruction and his own great deeds 
Passed, for the thoughts of home were dearer now. 
And sweet the memory of wife and child. 
And weary now the ten long, foreign years, 
And terrible the doubt of short delay- 
More terrible, O Gods! he cried, but stopped ; 
Then raised his voice upon the storm and prayed. 
O thou, if ifljured, injured not by me, 
Poseidon I whom seanleities ohty 
And mortals worsh^), hear me t for indeed 
It was our oath to aid the cause of Greece, 
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Not uncMpooM^ by godM, and most of all 

By thee, if gentle cnrrents, havens cahn, 

Fair winds and proaperons voyage, and the Shape 

I mp erso n ate in many a perikras hoar, 

Both in the stately coondla of the Kings, 

And when the husky battle mormored thick, 

May testify of services performed t 

Bnt now the seas are haggard with thy wrath, 

Thy breath is tempest! never at the shores 

Of hostile lUom did thy stormlnl brows 

Betray snch fierce magnificence ! not even 

On that wild day when mad with torch and glare, 

The frantic crowds with eyes like starving wolves, 

Boist from their ports impregnable, a stream 

Of headlong fruy toward the hissing deep ; 

"Vhere then InlKarmed I stood in gnard, compact 

Beside thee, and alone, with brand and spear, 

Ve held at bay the swamUng brood, and poured 

Blood of choice warriors on the foot^ploughed sands I 

Thou, meantime, dark with conflict, as a cloud 

That thickens in the bosom of the "Vest 

Over quenched sunset, circled round with flame. 

Huge aa a bOlow running fixmi the winds 

Long distances, till with black shipwreck swoln. 

It flings its angry mane about the sky. 

And like that billow heaving ere it burst ; 

And like that doud urged by impulsive storm 

Vimak charge of thunder, lightning, and the drench 

Of torrents, thou in all thy majesty 

Of ndgfatiness didst frdl upon the war ! 

Remember that great moment I Nor forget 

The aid I gave thee ; how my ready wpeu 

Flew swiftly seconding thy mortal stroke, 

Where'er the press was hottest ; never shicked 

My arm its duty, nor mine eye its aim. 

Though terribly they compassed us, and stood 

Thick aa an Autumn forest, whose brown hair. 

Lustrous with sunlight, by the still increase 

Of heat to glowfaig heat conceives like seal 
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Of radkace, till at the pitch of aoon 
Tis aeiaed with cooflagntioii and dlatends 
Horridly over toagnaa of doom'd domafai* 
NingUns: the acreama of birda, the criea of bmtea, 
The wail of creaturea in the covert pent, 
Howla, yella, and ahrleka of agonj, the Uaa 
Ofaeethins^ai^ andcraahoffidlins^boaglui 
Together in ita doll Toradona roar. 

So doa^ and ao fearfully they throng'd, 
Savage with phatitaalei of victory, 
A aea of dnaky ^lapea ; for day had paaaed 
And nis^t fell on their darkened fiacea, red 
With fight and torchflare ; ahriU the reaonant air 
Virath eager ahoota, and hoarae with angry groana; 
'WMt over all the denae and anllen boom. 
The din and mnmntr of the myriada. 
Rolled with ita awfnl hitervala, aa thong^ 
The battle breathed, or aa againat tlie ahore 
"Vavea gather back to heave themaetvea anew. 
That nis^t deep dropped not firom tlie dreary Mioh 
Nor could the proweaa of oar chiefi oppoae 
That aea of raging men. Bnt what were th^ ? 
Or what ia man cppomd to thee ? Hia hopea 
Are wrecka, himaelf the drovming, drifting weed 
That wandera on thy watera ; anch aa I 
"Vho aee the acattered remnanta of my fleet, 
Remembering the day when firat he aailed, 
Each glad ahip ahining like the morning atar 
With promiae for the world. Oh ! anch aa I 
Thna darkly drifting on the drowning wavea. 
O God of watera! tia a dreadfnl thing 
To aniCer for an evil mrevealed ; 
Dreadful it ia to hear the periaUng cry 
Ofthoaewelove; the ailence that ancceeda 
How dreadful! StiU my tmat ia fixed on thee 
For thoae that atill renudn and for m jaelf^ 
And if I hear thy awift f oam-anorting ateeda 
Drawing thy dnaky chariot, aa in 
The pauaea of the wind I aeem to hear, 
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Deaf thoa art not to mj entreating prayer 1 

Haste then to give as help, for closely now 

Crete widagen hi my cars, and all my blood 

Rons keen and warm for home, and I have yearning, 

Snch yearning as I never felt before, 

To see again nqr wife, my Uttle son, 

ny Qoeen, mj pr^ty nnnling of five years, 

The darling of my hopes, onr dearest pledge 

Of marriage, and onr bri^^itest prise of love. 

Whose parthig cry rings clearest In my heart 

lay this horror, mnch-offended God I 
And making aU as £ih: and firm as when 
We tmsted to thy ndf^bty depths of old,— 

1 vow to sacrifice the first whom Zens 

Shall prompt to hail us from the white seashore 
And welcome om* retnm to royal Crete, 
An oflEering, Poseidon, onto thee I 

Amid the din of elemental strife, 
No voice may pierce bat Deity supreme : 
And Deity snpreme alone can hear. 
Above the harricane's discordant shrieks. 
The cry of agonised hnmanity • 

Not nnappeased was He who smites the waves, 

When to his stormy ears the warrior's vow 

Entered, and from his foamy pinnacle 

Tomaltnoos, he beheld the prostrate form. 

And knew the mi^ty heart Awhile he gased. 

As donbtftil of his purpose, and the storm, 

Consdons of that divine debate, withheld 

Its fierce emotion, in the Inminous gloom 

Of those so dark irradiating eyes I 

Beneath whose wavering histre shone revealed 

The tamalt of the parpling deeps, and all 

The throbbing of the tempest, as it paased, 

Slowly subsiding, seeming to await 

The sudden signal, as a faithlnl hound 

Pants with the forepaws stretched before its nose, 
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Atliwart the greensward, after an eager cliaae ; 
Its hot tongue thmst to cool, its foamy Jaws 
Open to let the swift breath come and go, 
Its quick interrogating ejes fixed keen 
Upon the huntsman's countenance, and ever 
f Jishhig its sharp impatient tafl with haste : 
Prompt at the slightest sign to scour away, 
And hang itself afresh by the bleeding fangs, 
Upon the neck of some death-singled stag, 
"Vhoae royal antlers, eyes, and stumbling knees, 
Will supplicate the gods in mute despahr. 
This time not mute, nor yet in yndn this time I 
For still the burden of the earnest voice 
And aU the vivid glories it reiroked. 
Sank in the god, with that absorbed snqiense 
Felt only by the Olympians, whose ndnds 
Unbounded like our mortal brain, p erce i ve 
All tUngs complete, the end, the aim of all ; 
To whom the crown and consequence of deeds 
Are ever present with the deed itself. 

And now the pouring surges, vast and smooth, 
Grew weary of restrahit, and heaved themselves 
Headlong beneath him, breaking at his feet 
VinVi wHd importunate cries and angry wall ; 
Like crowds that shout for bread and hunger more. 
And now the sur&ce of their rolling backs 
VTn ridged with f oam-topt furrows, risfaig high 
And dashing wildly, like to fiery steeds. 
Fresh from the Thradan or ThessaUan plains. 
High-blooded mares Just tempering to the bit, 
Whose manes at foU-speed stream i^Km the wfaids. 
And in whose delicate nostrils when the gust 
Breathes of their native plains, they ramp and rear, 
Frothing the curb, and bounding from the earth, 
As though the Sun^od's chariot alone 
Were fit to follow in their fladdng track. 
Anon with gathering stature to the height 
Of those colossal giants, doomed long shice 
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To tofturoot grief and penance, that aaiailed 

The sky-throned courts of Zens, and rliniWng, dared ^ 

For once in a world the Olympic wrath, and braved 

The electric wgMt which from his clenching hand 

Pierces the daric-Tefaied earth, and with a tooch 

Is death to mortals, fearfoH^ thej grew ! 

And with lilce purpose olandadty, 

Threatened Titanic fnry to the god. 

Such was the agitation of the sea 

Beneath Poseidon's thooght-revolving brows, 

Storming for signaL Bnt no signal came. 

And as when men who congregate to hear 

Some proclamation from the regal fount 

With eager questioning and anxious phrase. 

Betray the expectation of thefr hearts, 

Tin after many hours of fretful sloth, 

"Weary with much deUiy, they hold discourse 

In sullen groups and cloudy masses, stirred 

With rage farresotnte and iiHiispering plot, 

Known more by indication than by word. 

And understood alone by those whose minds 

Participate ;— even so the restless waves 

Began to lose all sense of servitude. 

And worked with rebel passions, bursthig, now 

To right, and now to left, but evermore 

Subdued with influence, and controlled with dread 

Of that hiviolate Authority. 

Then, swift^ as he mused, the in^etuous God 

Seised on the pausing reins, his coursers {dunged. 

His brows resumed the grandeur of their fre ; 

Throughout his vast divinity the deeps 

Concurrent thriUed with action, and away. 

As sweeps a thnndeivcloud across the wkj 

In harvest-time, prehided by dull Ussts ; 

Or some Uadc-^risaged whirtwind, whose wide folds 

Rush, wrestUng on with all twixt heaven and earth, 

DarkUng he hurried, and his distant vdce. 

Not softened by deb^t was heard in tones 
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Distincttj terrible, itUl following op 

Its imfkid Btterance of tremendona wnth 

With hoeise reveibentiofui; like the roar 

Of liona when thej htto^fer, and awake 

The snllen echoes from their forest sleep, 

To speed the ravenons noise from hill to liill 

And startle Tictims ; bat more awfnl. He, 

Scudding: across the hills that rise and sink, 

With foam, and spla^, and cataracts of spray. 

Clothed in mi^jestic ^endonr ; girt about 

With sea-gods and swift creatures of the sea ; 

Their briny ejes blind with the showering drops ; 

Their stormy locks, salt tongues, and scaly backs. 

Quivering in harmony with the tempest, fierce 

And eager with tempestuous delight ;— 

He like a moving rock above them all 

Solemnly towering while fitful gleams 

Brake from his dense black forehead, which dfspUiy'd 

The enduring chi^ as their distracted fleets, 

Tossed, toiling with the waters, climbing high, 

And plunging downward with determined beaks. 

In lurid anguish ; but the Cretan king 

And aU his crew were 'ware of under-tides, 

That for the groaning vessel made a path. 

On which the impending and precipitous waves 

Fdl not, nor suck'd to their abysmal gorge. 

O, happy they to feel the mighty God, 
Without his whelming presence near : to feel 
Safety and sweet relief from such dtaptik, 
And gushing of their weary hopes once more 
Within thefr fond warm hearts, tired limbs, and eyes 
Heavy with much fiitigue and want of sleep ! 
Prayers did not lack ; like mountain springs they came. 
After the earth has drunk the drenching rains. 
And throws her firesh-bom jets into the sun 
With joyous sparkles ;-^or there needed not 
Evidence more serene of Instant grace. 
Immortal merqr ! and the sense which follows 
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Dhrine Interpoiitioii, wlieii the diock 

Of daagw hath been thwarted by the Gods, 

VMbUjf and through aopplication de^-- 

Rose hi them, chiefly In the royal mmd 

Of hhn whoae hitercedhig vow had saTed. 

Teara from that great heroic soul sprang op ; 

Notpainfdl as hi grief, nor smarting keen 

With shame of weeping; but cahn, fresh, and sweet ; 

Snch as in lofty spirits rise, and wed 

The natnre of the woman to the man ; 

A sight most lovely to the Gods ! They fell 

Like showers of starlight from his stedCurt eyes. 

As ever towards Uie prow he gased, nor moved 

One mnsde, with firm lips and level lids. 

Motionless ; while the winds sang In his ears, 

And took the length of his brown hafr hi streams 

Behind hhn. Thus the hours passed, and the oars 

Plied without pause, and nothing but the sound 

Of the dull rowlocks and still wateiy sough. 

Far off, the carnage of the storm, was heard. 

For nothhig qwke the mariners in their tofl, 

And aQ the captains of the war were dumb ; 

Too much oppressed with wonder, too much thrilled 

By thehr great chieftain's silence, to disturb 

Snch meditation with poor human speech. 

Meantime the moon through slips of driving cloud 

Came forth, and glanced athwart the seas a path 

Of dusky splendour, Uke the Hadean brows, 

Vhen with E^ysian passion they behold 

Persephone's complacent hueless cheeks. 

Soon gathering strength and lustre, as a ship 

That swims into some blue and open bay 

With bright full-bosomed sails, the radiant car 

Of Artemis advanced, and on the waves 

Sparkled Uke arrows from her silver bow. 

The keenness of her pure and tender gaze. 

Then, slowly, one by one the chie£i sought rest ; 
The watches behig set, and men to relieve 
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The rowers at mJdieMon. Fair it was 

To see them as thej lay! Some op tlie prow, 

Some romd tlie hdm» in open-handed sleep ; 

"With casques miloosed, and bodders pot aside ; 

The ten years' tale of war opoo their che^s» 

Where dons: the salt wet lodes, and on their breasts 

Beards, the thidc growth of many a prond campaign ; 

And on thehr brows the bright invisible crown 

Victory sheds from her own radiant form, 

As o'er her frivoorites' heads she sings and soars. 

Bot dreams came not so calmly, as aroond 

TOrfoolent shores wild waves and swamping sorf 

Prevail, while seaward, on the tranqoll deeps, 

Reign pladd sorfaces and solemn peace, 

So from the troobled strands of memory, they 

Launched and were tossed, long ere they foond the tides 

That lead to the gentle bosoms of pore rest 

And Uke to one who from a ghostly watch 

In a lone hooie where morder hath been done. 

And secret violations, pale with stealth 

Emerges, staggering on the first chill gnst 

Wherewith the morning greets him, feeling not 

Its balmy freshness on his bloodless cheek,— 

Bot swift to hide his midnight face sfrff, 

'Mongst the old woods and timid-glandng flowers 

Hastens, tin on the fresh reviving breasts 

Of tender Dryads folded, he forgets 

The pallid witness of those nameless tUngs, 

In renovated senses Ii4»t, and joins 

The foil, keen joyance of the day, so they 

From si^ts and soonds of battle smeared with blood. 

And ahrieUng sools on Acheron's bleak tides, 

And waO of execrating kindred, slid 

Into oblivioos slomber and a sense 

Of satiate delldoasnets complete* 

Leave them, O Mose, in that so happy sleep t 
Leave them to reap the harvest of their ton. 
While frtft hi moonlight the glad vessd glides, 
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Ai if ItittinctlTC to tts forest home* 
O Mme, that in aQ mrows and all jofs, 
Raptnrons bUaa and snffering divine, 
DweUest with equal lervonr, in the calm 
Of thy serene pUlosophj, albeit 
Thy gentle natnre Is of Joj alone, 
And loves the pilings of the happy fields, 
Better than all the great parade and pomp, 
Which forms the train of heroes and of kings. 
And sows, too freqoently, the tragic seeds 
That chiokt with sobs thy sfaiging,— torn away 
Thy histrons eyes back to the oath-bound man I 
For as a shepherd stands above his flock, 
The lattf figure of the king Is seen, 
Standing above his warriors as they sleep : 
And stiU as from a rock gr^ waters gush, 
"VThile still the rock is passionless and daik, 
Nor moves one feature of its giant face. 
The tears fiaU from his eyes, and he stirs not. 

And O, bright Muse I forget not thou to fold 
In thy prophetic sympatlqri the thought 
Of him whose desthiy has heard its doom : 
The Sacrifice thro' whom the ship Is saved« 
Haply that Sacrifice is sleeping now. 
And dreams of glad to-morrows. Haply now. 
His hopes are keenest, and his fervent blood 
Richest with youth, and love, and fond regard f 
Round him the drde of affections blooms. 
And in some happy nest of home he lives, 
One name oft uttering in delighted ears. 
Mother t at ^iriiich the heart of men are kin 
With reverence and yearning. Haply, too. 
That other name, twin holy, twin revered. 
He whispers often to the passing winds 
That blow toward the Asiatic coasts ; 
For Crete has sent her bravest to the war. 
And multitudes pressed forward to that rank. 
Men with sad weeping wives and little ones. 
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That other name— O Father t who art thoa» 

Thus doomed to lose the atar of thy last dajs? 

It may be the aole flower of thy life* 

And that of aU who now look op to thee I 

Oh t Father, Father! onto thee even now 

Fate cries ; the fntore with imploring: voice, 

Cries ' Save me,' 'Save me,' though thon hearest not, 

And Oh ! thon Sacrifice, fore d oo m ed by Zens. 

Even now the dark inezoimble deed 

Is dealing: its relentless stroke, and vain 

Are prayers, and tears, and stmnl^ <^ ^Ic^Mdr I 
The mother's tesrs, the nation's stormfid grief, 
The people's indignation and revenge ! 
Vahi the last childlike pleadhig voice for life, 
The quick resolve, the yonng heroic brow, 
So like, so like, and vainly beantifel I 
Oh ! whosoe'er ye are the Mnse says not. 
And sees not, but the gods look down on both. 



THE LONGEST DAT 

On yonder hills soft twilight dwells 

And Hesper boms where sunset dies, 
Moist and chUl the woodland smells 

From the f(em<<overed hollows uprise i 

Darlcness drops not from the skies. 
But shadows of da^ness are flung o'er the vale 

From the boughs of the chesnnt, the oak, and the < 
While night in yon lines of eastern pines 

Preser ve s alone her inviolate realm 
Agahist the twilight pale. 

Say, then say, what is this day. 

That it Ungers thus with half-dosed eyes, 

When the sunset is quenched and the orient ray 
Of the roseate moon doth rise. 
Like a midnii^t sun o'er the skies 1 
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Tis the longest, the longest of all the gtad yetr, 
The loageit io Ufie and the fkiieat in hue, 

"Vhen day and nifi^ hi bridal light, 

Mingle thefar beinga beneath the sweet bhie, 
And bless the balmj air t 

Upward to tUs stanj height 

The cnhninating seasons rolled ; 
On one slope green with miring deUght, 

The other with harrest gold, 

And treasures of Autumn ontold: 
And on this highes^throne of the midsammer now 

The waning bat deathless day doth dream, 
With a raptnroos grace, as tho' from the face 

Of the nmreOed inffadty, lo, a bar beam 

Had fiaU'n on her dim-flnshed brow 1 

Prolong, prolong that tide of song 

O lesfy nightingale and thmsh ! 
StiU earnest-throated blackcap throng 

The woods with that emnloos gosh 

Of notes in tomnltnoiis msh* 
Ye sommer sools raise op one Toice t 

A charm Is afloat aU over the land ; 
The ripe year doth &11 to the Spirit of aU, 

"Who blesses ft with outstretched hand. 
Ye summer souls rejoice t 



TO ROBIN RBDBRBAST 

Merrily 'mid the faded leaves, 

O Robin of the bright redbreast I 
Cheeri^ over the Autnnm esTes, 

Thy note is heard, boony bird ; 
Sent to cheer us, and kind^ endear OS 

To what would be a socrowfnl time 
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Wtthoiit thee io the wetterinff cUne : 
Meny art thon in the bonght of the lime* 

"VThile thy fiulelese waiitcoat g^lows on thy breast, 

In Antnmn'a reddest Uveiy dresL 

A merry song:, a cheery soofi: ! 

In the boi]£:hs above, on the sward below, 
Chirpfaig and sinking the live day long, 

While the maple in gri^ sheds its fiery leaf. 
And all the trees waning, with bitter complaining, 

Chesnnt, and elm, and qrcamore. 

Catch the wild gust in their arms, and roar 

Like the sea on a stormy shore, 
Tm wailfnUy they let it go. 
And weep themselves naked and weary with woe. 

Merrily, cheerily, joyoosly stiU 

Poors ont the crimson-crested tide* 

The set of the season boms bright on the hiU, 
"Where the foliage dead falls yellow and red, 

Pictnring vainly, bat foretelling plainly 

The wealth of cottage warmth that comes 
When the frost gleams and the biood nnmbs. 
And then, boniqr Robin, I 'U spread thee ont crombs 
In my garden porch for thy redbreast pride. 
The song and the ensign of dear fireside. 



SONG 

The daisy now Is ont upon the green ; 

And in the grassy lanes 

The child of April rains. 
The sweet fresh-hearted violet is smelt and loved onseen. 

Along the brooks and meads, the daffodil 

Its yellow richness ^ireads. 

And by the fonntain-heads 
Of rivers, cowslips dnster ronnd, and over every hilL 
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The crocot and the p f lmr oee my have gone, 

The snowdrop may be low, 

Bnt aoon the purple glow 
Of hyadnths will fin the copae, and UUea watch the dawn. 

And hi the sweetneaa of the bnddhig year, 

The cnckoo's woodland call, 

The akylark over all. 
And then at eve, the nightingale, is doubly sweet and dear. 

My soul is sfaiging with the happy birds. 

And all my human powers 

Are blooming with the flowers, 
My foot is on the fields and downs, among the fiocks and herds. 

Deep in the forest where the foliage droops, 

I wander, fill'd with joy. 

Again as vrhea a boy. 
The sunny vistas tempt me on with dhn deUdons hopes. 

The sunny vistas, dhn with hurrying shade. 

And old romantic base :« 

Again as in past days. 
The spirit of immortal Spring doth every sense pervade. 

Oh f do not say that thia will ever cease ;— 

This Joy of woods and fields. 

This youth that nature yields, 
Wm never speak to me in vain, tho' soundly n^ hi peace. 



SUNRISE 

The clouds are withdrawn 
And thefa: thin^ippled mist. 
That streamed o'er the Uwn 
To the drowsy-eyed west* 
Cold and grey 
They slept in the way, 
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And ahimnk from tfafl ny 

Of the chariot Bitft: 

But now they are s^ona 

And the boamUnff light 

Leapa thro' the bare 

OfdoabtMdawn; 

pnwi^y wy theataiSy 

And bleaaing the eight; 

Sheddhig delight 

Onallbdow; 

GUmmering fields 

And wakenhig wealda* 

And riafaig lark* 

And meadows dark* 

And idle rilla, 

And labonzing ndUa, 

And far-distant hiUs 

Of the fawn and the doe. 

The son is cheered 

And his path is cleared, 

As he steps to the ak 

From his emerald cave, 

His heel in the wave, 

Most brifi^ and bare ; 

In the tide of the sky 

His radiant hak; 

From his temples fidr, 

Blown back on high ; 

As forward he bends, 

And upward ascends. 

Timely and tme. 

To the breast of the Une ; 

His warm red lipa 

Kissing the dew, 

Which sweetened drips 

On his flower cnpholders; 

Bveiyhae 

From his gleaming shonlders 
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VHh coloor akf4HMB, 

As it wMbes «iid d^ 

In the pride of the mora. 

Robes of asnre, 

Fringed with amber. 

Fold upon fold 

Of purple and gold, 

Vine-leaf bloom, 

And the grape's r^ gtoom, 

When season deep 

In noontide leisnre, 

With dostering heap 

The tendrils clamber, 

Foil hi the face 

Of his hot embrace, 

Fm'd with the gleams 

Of his firmest beams. 

A H elium flushes. 

Roseate bhishes, 

Vermeil tinges, 

Violet fringes, 

Bveryhoe 

Of his flower cnpholdeis, 

O'er the clear ethsc 

jMlngledtogather, 

Shining anew 

From his glsamhig shoulders J 

ChcUng about 

In a coronal rout. 

And floating behind, 

The way of the whid. 

As forward he bends, 

And upward ascends, 

Timely and true, 

To the breast of the blue. 

His bright neck curved, 

His clear Umbs nerved. 

Diamond keen 

On his front serene, 
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While each white arm strains 

To the radns: reins, 

As plnnginff , eyes flaihinff , 

Drii»pins^, and dasliing:, 

His steeds tr^tle srown, 

Rear 19 to his throne, 

Rnfllingf the rest 

Of the sea's bine breast, 

Prom his flooding:, flaming: crimson crest I 



PICTURBS OP THE RHINE 



The spirit of Romance dies not to those 
Who hold a kindred spirit in their sools: 
Even as the odoroos life within the rose 
Lives in the scattered leaflets and controls 
Mysterioos adoration, so there glows 
Above dead things a thing that cannot die ; 
Paint as the glimmer of a tearful eye. 
Ere the orb flOs and aU the sorrow flows. 
Beanty renews itself In many ways ; 
The flower Is fiuling while the new bod blows ; 
And this dear land as tme a symlxd shows. 
While o'er it Uke a mellow sunset strays 
The legendary ^endomr of old days, 
Invisible, inviolate repose. 

II 

Abovt a mile behind the vhiy banks, 
How sweet it was, apon a sloping green, 
Smispread, and shaded with a brancUng screen, 
To lie In peace half-mormiulng words of thanks I 
To see the monntalns on each other climb, 
With places for rich meadows floweiy bright ; 
The winding river freshening the sight 
At hitervals, the trees In leafy prime ; 
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The diftaat vilbigeHrooli of bhie «iid white, 
With intefiectioat of qo«int4SiiWofied beaim 
AH dantiiis: crosswise, and the feudal gleams 
Of rained turrets, iMtfren in the Ugiit ;^ 
To watch the changing doods, like dime is dime. 
Oh t sweet to Ue and bless the Inxnrj of time. 

Ill 

Fresh blows the earlj breese, oor sail is faU ; 
A merry morning and a miglitj tide. 
Cheerily O I and past St Goar we gUde, 
Half hid in misty dawn and moontain cooL 
The rirer is our own I and now the son 
In saffron dotlies the warming atmosphere ; 
The sky lifts op her white veil like a nmi, 
And looks upon the landscape bine and dear ;— 
Thelarkisop; the hills, the vines in sight ; 
The river broadens with his waking bUss 
And throws ap islands to behold the light ; 
Vofces begin to rise, aU hnes to kiss ;— 
Was ever soch a happy mora as thisl 
Birds sing, we shoot, (towers breathe, trees shine with one delight 1 

IV 

Between the two white breasts of her we love, 
A dewy bloshing rose win sometimes spring ; 
Thos Nonnenwerth like an enchanted thing 
Rises ndd-stream the crystal depths above. 
On either side the waters heave and swell, 
Bot all is cahn witUn the littie Isle ; 
Content it is to give its holly smOe, 
And bless with peace the Uvea tint in it dwell. 
Most dear on the dark grass beneath its bower 
Of kindred trees embradng branch and bongfa. 
To dream of fidry foot and sodden flower ; 
Or haply with a twilight on the brow, 
To mose opon the legendary honr. 
And Roland's lonely love and Hildegard's sad vow. 
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Harkl how tlie bitter winter bieexes blow 
Round tbe sharp rocks and o'er the hali^Jifted wave. 
While aU the rocky woodland branches lave 
Shrill with the pierdns: cold, and every cave, 
Akmg the icy water-margin low, 
Rings babbling with the wliirifaigofe i ilo w ; 
And sharp the echoes answer distant cries 
Of dcwBiag daylight and tlie dim annrise, 
And the gloom<okMfcd ckwds that atahi the sUes 
With pictnfcs of a wannthy and frosen glow 
Spread over endless fields of sheeted snow; 
And wliiie ■— ft'**^^*^^ "1*— *^W^ ridningcoldt 
And mnffled footpatlM wfaMUng thro' the wold, 
(Kcr which thoae wintiy gosts cease not to howl and blow. 

VI 

Rare is the lovdinesB of slow deaqr I 
With yooth and beanty aU nnnt be desired. 
Bat tis the dnmn of tUngs long past swqr, 
They leave, alone, the Ui^ they have Inspired : 
Thecahnnessofapictare; Memory now 
Is the sole life among the ndns gr^y. 
And like a phantom in fimtasHc play. 
She wanders with rank weeds stock on her brow. 
Over grass-hidden caves and tnrret-tops. 
Herself almost as tottering as they ; 
WhOe, to the steps of Time, her latest props 
Pall stone bj stone, and hi the Son's hot ray 
AH that remains stands op in ragged pride. 
And bridal vines drink fai his jnices on each side. 



TO A NIGHTINGALE 

Onightingalel how hast thon learnt 

The note of the nested dove ? 
WhOe onder thy bower the fern hangs bomt 
And no dood hovers above 1 
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Rkh Jii^ has many a sky 

With ^i>l€iidoiir dlnif that thou nilg^litst hjimii 

And make rejoice with thy wondrona voice, 

And the thrill of thy wild perradins: tone 1 
But fantead of towoo, thon hast learnt to coo : 
Thy song: is mate at the mellowing: fruit, 
And the dicgfe of the floweni is song: by the hoars 

In silence and twilig^lit alone. 

Onig:hting:alel tis this, tis this 

That makes thee mock tlie dove I 
That thoa hast past thy niarriag:e bliss. 

To know a parent's lore. 
Tlie waves of fern may fade and bipn, 
The g:xasses may fiaU, the flowers and all. 
And the pine-smells o'er the oak dells 

Float on their drow^ and odoroas wings. 
Bat thoo wHt do nothing: bat coo. 
Brimming: the nest with thy brooding: breast, 
'Midst that yonng: throng: of fntare song:, 

Roand whom the Fntare sing:s I 
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POEMS FROM * MODERN LOVE^ 

(FIRST EDITION) 

GRANDFATHER BRIDGEMAN 

I 

< Heigh, boyst' cried Grandfother Bridgeman, 'it's time before dlmer 

to-day.' 
He lifted the cmmpled letter, and thumped a swpriaiiig * Hurrah t' 
Up jomped all the echoing yoong ones, bat John, with the starch in his 

throat. 
Said, ' Father, before we make noises, let's see the contents of the note.' 
The old man glared at him harshly, and, twinkling made answer: <Too 

badt 
John Bridgeman, I 'm always the whisky, and yon are the water, my lad r 

II 

But soon it was known thro' the house, and the house ran over for joy, 
That news, good news, great manrels, had come from the soldier boy ; 
Young Tom, the luckless scapegrace, olfiduMt of Methodist John ; 
His gxandfiither's evening tale, whom the old man hailed as his son. 
And the old man's shout of pride was a shout of his victory, too ; 
For he called his affection a method : the neighbours' opinions he knew. 

Ill 
Meantfane, from the morning table, removing the stout break&st cheer, 
The drink of the three generations, the milk, the tea, and the beer 
(Alone in its generous readhig of phits stood the Grandfiather's Jug), 
The women for sight of the missive came pressing to coax and to hng. 
He scattered them quick, with a buss and a smack ; thereupon he began 
Diversions with John's little Sarah: on Sunday, the naughty old man I 
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IV 

Then mewengeri sped to the maltiter, the anctfoaeer, miller, and aU 
The seven sons of the fumer who homed In the range of his calL 
Likewise the married danghters, three plenttfnl ladles, prime cooks, 
"Who bowed to Um while they condemned. In meek hope to stand high in 

his books. 
' Jc^m's wife is a fDOl at a pnddhig,' thej said, and the light carts np hill 
VTtnt merrilj, flootfaig the Sabbath : for poddlngs well made mend a wiU. 



The day was a van-bird of sommer: the robin stUl piped, but the bine. 
As a warm and dreary palace with Toices of larics ringing thro'. 
Looked down as if wistlhlly eyeing the blossoms that fefl from its lap : 
A day to sweeten the juices: a day to qnicken the sap. 
AU roond the riiadowy orchard sloped meadows in gold, and the dear 
Shy violets breathed thefar hearts ont: the maiden breath of the year I 

VI 

Poll time there was before dinner to bring fifteen of his blood, 
To sit at the old man's table: they fomid that the dinner was good. 
Bat who was she by the lifaics and pouring labomnms concealed, 
"When under the blossoming apple the chair of the Grandfather wheeled? 
She heard one little chUd crying, ' Dear brave Cousin Tom I' as It leapt ; 
Then murmured she: ' Let me spare them I ' and passed round the wahmts, 
and wept 

VII 

Yet not from wifflii had she sloped ere feminine eyes could detect 
The figure of Maiy Chariworth. < It's Just what we aU might expect,' 
'Vas uttered: and: 'Didnt I ten you?' Of Maiy the rumour resounds. 
That she is now her own mistress, und mistress of five thousand pounds. 
Twas she, they say, who cruelly sent young Tom to the war. 
Miss naiy, we thank yon now I If you knew what we're thanking yon 
fori 

VIII 

But, 'Haveherhi: let her hear it,' called Grandfather Bridgeman, ekite, 
'^OThlle Maiy's black-gtoved fingers hung trembling vrith ffigfat on the gate. 
Despite the women's remonstrance, two little ones, lighter than deer, 
"Vere loosed, and Mary imprisoned, her wh<de fiice white as a tear, 
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Came forward with culiirit footsteps. Her panishinent was to commeoce : 
The pity In her pale visas:e they read in a diffBrent I 



IX 

'Yon perhaps may remember a fellow, Miss Charlworth, a sort of black 

aheep,' 
The old man turned his tongne to ironical ntteiaacedctp: 
< He came of a Methodist dad, so it wasat his firalt if he kicked* 
He earned a sad reputation, but Methodists are mortal strict. 
His name was Tom, and, dash me I but Bridgeman I think yon miglit add : 
Whatever he was, bear in mhid that he came of a MethodM dad.' 



This prelnde dismally lengthened, till Mary, starthig, ezdahned, 

< A letter, Sir, from your grandson?' 'Tom Bridgeman that rascal is named. 

The old man answered, and further, the words that sent Tom to the ranks, 

Repeated as words of a person to whom they all owed mighty thanks. 

But Mary never blushed: with her eyes on the letter, she sate, 

And twice interrupting hhn fidtered, < Thadate, may I ask, Sir, the date ? 

XI 

' "Why, that's what I never look at in a letter,' the fiumer replied : 
'Facts first I and now 1 11 be parson.' The Bridgeman women descried 
A quiver on Mary's eyebrows. One tamed, and while shifting her comb, 
Said low to a sister : ' I 'm certafai she knows more than we aboi^ Tom. 
She wants him now lie 's a hero ! ' The same, resuming her place, 
Begged Mary to check them the moment she found it a tedious case. 

XII 

Then as a mastUF swallows the snarling noises of cats. 

The voice of the £urmer opened. '"Three cheers, and olf with your hats I" 

—That's Tom. " We 've beaten ;them. Daddy, and tough work it was, to 

besorel 
A regular stand-op combat: eight horn* smelling powder sad gore. 
I entered it Seijeant-Mijor,''— and now he commands a salute. 
And carries the flag of old England I Heigh I see him lift foes on Us foot 
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ZIII 



'— Anoffictfl ay, MiMiCliulwortkyliekborteitsotobe; 

Yooll own war ian*t Mtch hmnhagi and Glory flwaa arnnfthing , yon aee. 

"Bnt don't aay a word," lie c on U n u c a, "againat the brave French any 



•^That atopt me: well now march together. I coaldn*t read farther beibre. 
That *« brave Prendi ** 1 conldnt atomach. He cant aee their cmming to get 
Ua Bfitona to fight thefar battlea, while beat half the widiinga they net I ' 



XIV 

The old man aneered, and read forward. It waa of that def^ierate fight;— 
The M u acov itc atole ttro' the miaUwreatha that wrapped the chUl Inkermann 

height, 
Where atood our ailent on^ioata: old England waa in them that day I 
O diarp worked hia ruddy wrinklea, aa if to the breath of the fray 
They moved I He aat bareheaded : hia long hair over him alow, 
Swung wrUtt aa the ailky bog>flowera hi purple heath-hoUowa that grow. 



XV 

And louder at Tom'a firat peraon : acute and hi thunder the ' I' 

Invaded the ear with a whinny of triumph, that aeem'd to defy 

The hoata of the world. AH heated, what wonder he little could brook 

To catch the eight of Nary'a demure puritanical look ? 

And atin aa he led the onalaught, hia treacherona aide-ahota he aent 

At her who waa fighting a battle aa fierce, and who aat there unbent. 



XVI 

' ' * We atood hi line, and like hedgehoga the Ruaaiana rolled under ua thick. 
Th^ frightened me there."— He 'a no coward; for ipHien, Miaa, they came 

atthequkk. 
The eight, hejaweara, waa a breakfiut— "My atomach felt tight: hi a 

g^lmpae 
I aaw you anoring at home with the dear cuddled-np little impa. 
And then Uke the whiter brickfielda at midn^t, hot fire lengtiiened out 
Our fdlowa were juatleaahedbloodhonnda: no heart of the lot foced about 
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XVII 

* < ' And only that gmmbler , Bob Harrii, remaned that we itood one to ten : 
' Ye fool,' aaja Nick Gnuly, ' Jnat teU 'em they know to compliment men ! ' 
And I aanff ont yonr old words: * If the oppoiite aide iant God'a, 

Hei^ I after yon Nre counted a dosen, the plnddeit lada have the odda.' 
ntg-^ng flew the enemlea* pepper: the Colonel roared. Forward, and we 
"Went at them. Twaa fint like a blanket: and then a Ions: plnnc^e in the 
aea. 

XVIII 

* "Veil, now abont me and the Frenchman : it happened I can*t!tell yon how: 
And, Grandfather, hear, if yon love me, and pot aaide prejudice now": 

He never says " Grandfiither "—Tom don't— aave it 'a a aerioua thing:. 
"Veil, there were some pits for the rifles, just dug on our French-leaning 

wing: 
And backwarda, and forwards, and backwarda we went, and at last I was 

vexed. 
And swore I would never surrender a foot wbtn the Russians charged nest. 

XIX 

< " I know that life 'a worth keepinfi:."-Ay, so ft is, lad ; so it is I- 

" But my life belongs to a woman."— Does that mean Her Majesty, Miss ?— 

"These Russians came lumping and grinning: they're fierce at it, though 

they are blocks. 
Our fellows were, pretty well pumped, and looked diarp for the little French 

cocks. 
Lord, didnt we pray for their crowing ! whtn over us, on the hitt-top, 
Behold the first Une of them skipphig, like kangaroos seen on the hop. 

XX 

' "That sent me hito a passion, to tUnk of them spying our flight I" 
Heigh, Tomt you've Bridgeman blood, boyi And, "'Face themi' I 

shouted: 'AD right; 
Sure, Serjeant, we 11 take their shot dacent, like gentlemen,' Grady replied. 
A ball in his mouth, and the noble old Irishman dropped by my side. 
Then there waa just an instant to aave myself, when a abort whtext 
Of bloody lungs under the smoke, and a red<oat crawled up on his knees. 
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XXI 

* **Twu Boiigii Baynes of oar fMuritfa."— Ah, ah, Min Chariworth, the one 
Oar Tom fought for a yoansrUidy? Come, now we^regothltothefDnI— 
" I ahooldered hhn : be primed hiapiatol, and I traflednqrmadcet, prepared." 
Vhj, that's a fine pick-«Fbade for ye, to make twenty Rntsiana look 

acaredl 
<' They came— newer mhid how many : we cooldn't have ran veiy well, 
"Wefooght back to back: 'fiicetofiue, oar last thne I ' he taid, amiling, and 

felL 

XXII 

* <'Then I strove wild for his body: the beggars saw glittering rings, 
Which I vowed to send to his mother* I got some hard knocks and sharp 

stfaigs, 
Bnt felt them no more than angel, or devO, except in the wind. 
I know that I swore at a Russian for showing his teeth, and he grinned 
The harder: qaick, as from heaven, a man on a horse rode between. 
And fired, and swang his bright sabre: I can't write yon more of the scene. 



XXIII 

' " Bnt half in his arms, and half at his sthmp, he bore me right forth, 

And pitched me among my old comrades : before I conld tell sooth from 

north, 
Hecanghtmyhandnp, andkissedit! Don't ever let any man speak 
A word against Frenchmen, I near him I I cant find his name, tho' I seek. 
Bat Prendi, and a General, sarely he was, and, God bless hhn t thro' him 
I've learnt to love a whole nation."' The ancient man paused, winldng 

dim« 

XXIV 

A carious look, half woeful, was seen on his Hct as he turned 

His eyes iqion each of his children, like one who but fidntly discerned 

His old self in an old mkror. Then gathering sense hi his fist, 

He sounded it hard on his knee-cap. * Your hand, Tom, the French feflow 



He kissed my boy's old pounder 1 I say he's a gentleman I' Straight 
The letter he tossed to one da ug h ter ; bade her the remafaider rekte. 
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XXV 

Tom propoly stated his praises In Cicts» bnt the lady pfeCenred 
To deck the narratioii with brackets, and drop her a dditimial word* 
What nobler Christian natores these women coold boasts who 'twas known. 
Once i^at at the name of their nephew, and now made his praises their 

own I 
The letter at bwt was finished, the hearers breatiMd fireely, and sign 
"Vas given, 'Tom's health r—Qvoth the fiumsr: 'Eh, Miss? are yom weak 

in the spine?' 

XXVI 

For Mary had sank, and her body waa diakhig, as if hi a fit 

Tom's letter she held, and her thnmb-nail the month whtn the letter was 

writ 
Past-dhited, while she hnng sobbing: ' O, see, Sir, the letter is old 1 
O, do not be too hi^ipy I '— ' If I understand yon, I 'm bowled I' 
Said Grandfather Bridgeman, ' and down go my wickets t— not hi^ipy I when 



Here 's Tom like to marry his General's danghter— or widow— 1 11 swear ! 



XXVII 

'I wager he knows how to stmt, tool It 'sail on the cards that the Qneen 
"WiO. ask him to Bnddngham Pabice, to say what he's done and he's seen. 
Victoria's fond of her soldiers: and she's got a nose for a fight 
If Tom tells a deverish story— there is such a thhig as a knight 1 
And don t he look rognlah and handsome I— To see a giri snivelUng there* 
By George, Miss, it's clear that yon're Jealous I'— 'I love hhnl' she 
answered his stare. 

XXVIII 

'Yesl now 1' breathed the voice of a woman.— 'Ahl now!' qnhrar'd hvw 

the reply. 
< And " now " 's Just a bit too kite, so it 's no use your pi^ng your ejie.' 
The fiumer added bluflly: ' Old Lawyer Charlworth was rich ; 
Yon followed his instructions in kicking Tom into the ditch. 
If you 're such a dutiful daughter, that doesnt prove Tom is a fool* 
Forgive and forget '8 my motto I and here 's my grog growing cool I' 
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XXIX 

'BvtySir/Maiyfiintlyfftptatod: < for fonr Ions: weekt I have ftdOed 
To come and cart oo yon mj barden ; such gjief for you alwajs prendled I 
My heart has ao bled for JOB I' The old man burst oo her speech : 
' Yon Ve chosen a likely thne»Niss I a pretty occasion to preach t ' 
And was it not ontfageons, that now, of aU times, one shonld come 
Vith incomprehenribit pHy 1 Par better had Mary been dnmb. 

XXX 

Bnt wbtn agafai she stammered in this bewildering way, 
The fiumer no longer could bear it, and begged her to go, or to stay, 
Bnt not to be wlUn^ering nonsense at snch a time. Pricked by a goad, 
' Twas yon who sent him to glory :— yon've come here to reap what yon 

sowed* 
b that it ?' he asked ; and the silence the elders piesenred, plainly sakl, 
On Maiy's heaving bosom this begging^^petition was read* 

XXXI 

And that it was scarcely a bargain that she who had driven him wild. 
Should share now the froita of his valoor, the women expressed, as they 



The funily pride of the Bridgemans was comforted ; still, with contempt. 
They looked on a monied damsel of modesty qnite so exempt 
' O give me force to teU them I ' cried Maiy, and even as she spoke, 
AshontandahmhofthechUdren: a vision on all of them broke* 

XXXII 

Wheeled, pale, in a chair, and diattered, the wreck of thefar hero was seen ; 

The ghost of Tom drawn alow o'er the orchard's shadowy green* 

Conld this be the martial dariing they joyed in a moment ago? 

' He knows it ?' to Mary Tom mnrmnred, and closed his weak lids at her 

•No.' 
' Beloved I 'she said, fiOUng by him,' I have been a coward: Ithonght 
Yon lay in the foreign country, and some stnunge good might be wrought 

XXXIII 

< Bach day I have come to teU him, and fidled, with my hand on the gate. 
I bore the dreadful knowledgey and cruriied my heart with its weight 
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The letter ImMiglU bj yoor coiiinMle--lie has bot joft i«sd tt al^ 

It only reached him this momiiis: 1 ' Her head oo his slioiilder she bowed. 

Then Tom with pity's tenderest lordUness patted her arm. 

And eyed the old white^head fomUy, with smiifitWng of doubt and alarm, 

XXXIV 

O, take to yoor iuncf a scnlptor wliooe freifa marble olffiprhig appears 

Befoce him» sfainingiy perfect, the lanrel-crown'd Issoe of years: 

Is heaven offended ? for Ufi^htnins: bdiold from its bosom escape, 

And those are moddn^ fra^fments that made the harmonioas shape ! 

He cannot towt the ndns, tUl feeUn^: that ndns slooe 

Are left, he loves them threefold. So passed the old grsndCither's moan. 

XXXV 

John's tead for a sermon on Slanghter, he heard, and he did not protest. 

AH rigid as April snowdrifts, he stood, hard and feeble ; his chest 

Just showing the swell of the fire as ft melted him. Smiting a rib, 

« Heigh I what have we been abont, Tom I ^as this aU a terrible fib ? ' 

He cried, and the letter fcirtlntrembled. Tom told what the cannon had 

done« 
Pew present bnt ached to see fidling those aged tean on his heart's son ! 

XXXVI 

Up lanes of the qniet viOage, and wliere the mill-waters nak red 
Thro' br owni ng summer meadows to catch the son's crimsoning head, 
Yon meet an old man and a maiden who has the soft ways of a wife 
Vith one wliom they wheel, alternate ; whose delicate finsh of new life 
Is prised like the eariy primrose. Then shake his right hand, in the chair^ 
The old man fdls never to teU yon: 'You've got the Prendi General's 
therel' 



THE MEETING 

The old coach-road throngh a common of finse, 
Vith knolls of pine ran fdiite ; 

Berries of antnmn, vrith thistles, and bnrrs. 
And spider-threads, droop'd hi the light. 
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The UfflA in a tUn bine veil peered dck ; 

The tfieep gmxed doae and etiU ; 
The emoke of a fiurm by a yetlowilck 

Called lasily under a hilL 

No fly ihook the round of the aihrer net ; 

No hiaect the swift bhd chased ; 
Only two travellers moved and met 

Across that hasy waste. 

One was a sirl with a babe that throve, 

Hernrinandherbliss; 
One was a yonth with a Uwless love, 

Vho cfau^ed It the more for this. 

The sirl for her babe hammed prayerfnl ^eech ; 

The yottth for his love did pray ; 
Bach cast a wistful look on each. 

And either went their way . 



THE BEGGAR'S SOLILOQUY 

I 

Now, this, to my notion, is pleasant cheer, 

To He aU alone on a ngged heath. 
Where your nose isn't snUBnfi: for bones or beer. 

But a peat^re smells Uke a garden beneath. 
The cottagers bustle about the door. 

And the ghi at the window ties her strings. 
She 's a dish for a man wlio 's a mhid to be poor ; 

Lord t women are such ex p e nsi ve things. 

II 
We don't marry beggars, Iniys she: why, no: 
It seems that to make 'em is what you do ; 
And as I can cook, and scour, and sew, 
I needn't pay half my victuals for you. 
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A man f or Umaelf tboiild be able to acntch, 
Bnt tkkUnff 'a a Inziiry:— love, indeed I 

Lore bnrna aa lonff aa the Indfer match, 

"Vedlock'athecandlel Now, that 'a mj creed. 

Ill 

The chnrch-beOa aoond wateivlike over the wheat ; 

And np the long path troop pahr after pahr. 
The man 'a well-bniahed, and the woman looka neat : 

It'a man and woman everywhere I 
Unleaa, Uke me, yon lie here flat, 

With a donkey for friend, yon mnat have a wife : 
She pnib oat yonr hair, hot alie bmahea yoor hat 

Appearancea make the beat half of life. 

IV 

Yon nice little madam t yon know yon 're nice. 

I remember hearing: a paraon aay 
Yon 're a platefol of vanity pepper'd with vice ; 

Yon chap at the gate tUnka t'other way. 
On hia waiatcoat yon read both hia head and hia heart: 

There 'a a vthaUt week'a wagea there figured in gold I 
Yea I when yon torn round yon may well give a atait : 

It 'a fan to a fellow who 'a getting old. 



Now, that 'a a good craft, weaving w a iat c oa t a and flowera, 

And aelUng of rlbbona, and acenting of lard : 
It givea yon a hoaae to get in from the ahowera. 

And food when yoari^n>etite jockeya yoo hard. 
Yoa live a re spec ta ble man ; hot I aak 

If it 'a worth the trouble? Yoa nae yoar toote, 
And ^pend yonr time, and what 'a yonr taak? 

Why, to make a alide for a coapte of foola. 

VI 

Yoa cant match the colour o' theae heath mounda. 
Nor better that peat-fire'a agreeable amell. 

I 'm dothed-like with natural aighta and aounda ; 
To myaelf I'm in tune : I hope yon 're aa welL 
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Yoajonyoldcotl thooglijoadoot own coal: 
It's a generous pot that's boiled with peat 

Let the Lonl Mayor o' London roast oxen whole: 
His smoke, at least, dont smell so sweet 

VII 

I'm not a low Radical, hathig the laws, 

Who'd the aristocracy rebuke. 
I talk o' the Lord Mayor o' London because 

I once was on intfmate terms with his cook. 
I served him a turn, and got pensioned on scraps. 

And, Lord, Sirt didnt I envy his place, 
TQl Death knock'd him down with the softest of taps. 

And I knew what was meant by a tallowy lue I 

VIII 

On the contrary, I'm Con seivatl fe quite ; 

There 's beggars in Scripture 'mongst Gentiles and Jews : 
It's nonsense, trying to set things rig^t, 

For if people will give, why, who 11 refuse f 
That stopping old custom wakes my spleen: 

The poor and the rich both in giving agree: 
Your tight-isted shopman 's the Radical mean : 

There's nothing in common twixt him and me. 

IX 

He says I 'm no use I but I won't reply. 

You're lucky not being of use to him I 
On week-days he 's ^ying at Spider and Fly, 

And on Sundays he sings about Cherubim I 
Nailing shillings to counters is his chief work : 

He nods now and then at the name on his door : 
But Judge of us two, at a bow and a smirk, 

I think I 'm his match: and I 'm honest— that's more. 

X 

Nousel well,Imayntbe. Yon ring a p^** nout, 
And then call the animal gfaitton I Now, he, 

Mr. Shopman, he's nought but a p^ and a spout 
Vho wont let the goods o' this world pass free. 
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Thb bltiiiifi: blM wMlher all roniid the bfowB crop, 

Htcanttti^ojl an bot caih lie batet. 
He "k only a niail that amwla ooder hit ahop ; 

Though he has got the ear o' ttw tnagiitnites. 

XI 

Now, gMflg and taking 'a a proper exchange. 

Like question and answer: you're both content 
But buying and selUng seems always strange ; 

You "re hostile, and that '8 the thing that 's meant 
It's man against man— you're almost brutes ; 

There 's here no thanks, and there *& here no pride. 
If Charity 's Christian, dont blame my puxsnits, 

I cany a touchstone by which you Ire tried. 

XII 

—'Take It,' says she, 'it's aU I "ve got': 

I remember a girl hi London streets : 
She stood by a coffee-stall, nice and hot, 

Ky belly was like a lamb that bleats. 
Says I to myself, as her dillling I seised. 

You havent* a character here, my dear I 
But for makfaig a rucal like me so pleased, 

1 11 giwt you one, in a better sphere I 

XIII 

And that's where It is— she made me fed 

I wasarMcal: but people who scorn, 
And ten a poor patch-breech he isnt genteel, 

Why, they make him kick iqH-and he treads on a com. 
It isnt UUng, It's curst m-hick. 

Drives half of us faito the begghig'taiide : 
If for taking to water you pmlse a dnck. 

For taking to beer why a man upbraid ? 

XIV 

The sermon's over: they 're out of the porch, 

And Ifi time lor me to more a leg ; 
But In general people who come from church, 

And have caned themselves ihmers, hate chaps to b^. 
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1 11 wager they 11 aU of 'em dlii« to-day I 

I waa eaaj balf a mimite ago. 
If that iant pig that 'a baUng away, 

May I perUi t— we 're never contented— heigho I 



CASSANDRA 



Caiitive on a foreign shore, 
Par from lUon's hoaiy wave, 
Agamemnon's bridal slave 
Speaka Fntnrity no moce : 
Death is bn^ with her grave. 

II 

Thick as water, bursts remote 
Roond her eais the alien din, 
'^OThile her little snllen cUn 
Fills the hollows of her throat : 
Silent lie her slaagfater'd Idn. 

Ill 

Once to many a peaUng shriek, 
Lo, from Ilion's topmost tower, 
IHon's fierce prophetic flower 
Cried the comhig of the Greek I 
Bhick in Hades sits the honr. 

IV 

Eyeing phaatoma of the Past, 
Folded Uke a prophet's scroU, 
In the deep's long riwre war d roll 
Here ahe sees the anchor cast: 
Backward moves her sunless sonL 

229 



POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH 



Oiieftahim brethren of her joy, 
Shades, the white Uffht In their eyes 
Slanting to her lips, arise, 
Crowding: qolck the plains of Troy : 
Now they teU her not she lies. 



VI 

O the bliss upon the plains 
"^JThere the Joining heroes dsdied 
Shield and ^ear, and, unabashed. 
Challenged with hot chariot-refais 
Gods I— they glimmer ocean-washed. 



VII 

Alien voices round the ships, 
Thick as water, shooting Home. 
Avgives, pale as midnight foam, 
Wax before her awfol ^is : 
White as stars that front the gloom. 



VIII 

Like a torch4lame that by day 
Up the daylight twists, and, pale. 
Catches air hi leaps that fail, 
Crushed by the Inveterate ray, 
Through her shhies the Ten-Years' Tale* 



IX 

Once to many a pealing shriek, 
Lo, from Ilioo's topmost tower, 
lUon's fierce prophetic flower, 
Cried the comhig of the Greek I 
Black in Hades sits the hour. 
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Stni npoa her sanleM tool, 
Gtoams the narrow hidden ^wce 
Forward, where her fiery race 
Patten on its ashen goal : 
Still the Pntore strikes her fiice. 



XI 

See, toward the conqueror's car 
Step the purple Queen whose hate 
'WnipM red-armed her royal mate 
"With his Asian tempest-star : 
Now Cassandra views her Fate. 



XII 

Khifi:ofnienl the bUnded host 
Shout :~she lifts her brooding cUn : 
Glad along the joyous din 
Smiles the grand mijestic ghost : 
Clytemnestra leads him in« 

xin 

Lo, thefar smoky limbs aloof, 
Shadowing heaven and the seas, 
Pates and Puries, tangling Threes, 
Tear and mix above the roof : 
Pates and fierce Bumenides. 



XIV 

Is the prophetess with rods 
Beaten, that she writhes hi air ? 
'Vith the Gods who never spate, 
'Wrestling with the un^Mring Gods, 
Lone, her body struggles there. 
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XV 

Like the anakj tordKflame white, 
LefdM M aloft tt twiiti^ 
She, tier aoafini: amw, and wriits 
Droopinfi^, atrn^^g^les with the Usfat, 
Hdioe, bright above aU milts I 



XVI 

In hit oib she aeee the tower, 
Dmlc against its flamhig rims, 
'^QThere of old her wretdied limbs 
Twisted with the stolen power: 
Iliom all the lustre dims t 



XVII 

O the bliss npon the plains, 
Where the joining heroes dsshed 
Shield and ^ear, and, unabashed, 
Challenged with hot chariotreitts 
Gods I-*thej glimmer occan-wstfied. 



XVIII 

Thrice the San-god's name she calls ; 
Shrieks the deed that shames the sky ; 
Like a fountain leaping high, 
FalUng as a f onntain fiOls : 
Lo, the blasfaig wheels go by I 



XIX 

Captive on a foreign shore, 
Far from Ilion's hoary wave, 
Agamemnon's bridal slave 
Speaks Putority no more • 
Death is bo^ with her grave. 
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THE YOUNG USURPER 

On my darUiis:'* bosom 
Has dropfied a ftwing rotf-bnd, 

Pair as brilUaiit Helper 

Agtdnai the brimming: flood. 
She handles him, 
She A n^^fnt hfafli 

She fondles him and eyes him: 
And if npon a tear he wakes, 

WIAh many a kiss she dries him: 
She covets every move he makes, 

And never enoii£:h can prise him. 
Ah, the yonn^: Usorper I 
I yield my {golden throne: 
Snch an8:el bands attend his hands 
To claim it for Us own. 



MARGARETS BRIDAL-EVE 

I • 

The old gnf mother she thnmimed on her knee: 

There U a rose that*8 ready: 
And which of the handsome yonng men riiaU it be ? 

Tktte^B a rose that '« ready for dippttig, 

Kf daogfater, come hither, come hither to me : 

There is a roee that*areadyr 
Come, pofait me yoor fins:er on hhn that yon see : 

There 'a a ro9ethaJt*a ready for dippino* 

O mother, my mother, it never can be : 

There ia a roaethat*8 ready: 
Por I tfhall brins: shame on the man marries me : 
'Theresa a roaethat*a ready for oUppfmg, 
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Now let jonr toiifi:iie be deep as the teft : 

Tkereia a rose that's ready; 
And the man 11 Jmnp for yon, rii^ briridy win he : 

There *s a rose thai '« ready for elippimo* 

Tan Margaret wq^ Utterij ; 

There is a rose that's ready: 
And aa her parent bade did she ; 

There 's a rose that 's ready for dippimg, 

O the handsome young man dropped down on his knee s 

There is a rose that's ready; 
Pale Margaret gave him her hand, woe's met 

There's a rose that's rectdyfor dippitig. 



II 

O mother, my mother, this thing I most say, 
ThereisaroseiHtheoarden; 

Ere he lies on the breast where that other lay : 
And the bird sdngs over the roses. 

Now, foUy, n^ danghter, for men are men: 
There is a rose in the garden; 

Yon marry them blindfold, I tdl yon again: 
And the bird sings over the roses* 

O mother, but when he kisses me I 

There is a rose in the garden; 

My chnd, tis which shaU sweetest be I 

And the bird sings over the roses. 

O mother, bnt when I awake in the mom I 
There is a rose in the garden; 

My child, yon are his, and the ring is won ; 
And the bird sings over the roses. 

Tan Margaret sighed and loosened a tress : 
SHere is a rose in the garden; 

Poor comfort she had of her comeliness ; 
And the bird sings over the roses* 
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Ny mother win sink if this thioi: be nid : 

There is a rote in the gorden; 
That nj first betrothed csme thrice to my bed ; 

And the bird 9kHf8 over the roaes* 

He died on my dKmlder the third cold niffht ; 

There ia a roee in the garden; 
I draff god his body aU through the moonlight ; 

And the bird ainga over the roeee* 

Bnt wiien I came by my Cither's door; 

There ia a roee in the garden; 
I fell hi a lamp on the stiff dead floor ; 

And the bird ainga over the roaea, 

O neither to heaven, nor yet to hell; 

There ia a roae in the garden; 
Conld I follow the lover I loved so well I 

And the bird ainga over the roaea. 



Ill 

The bridesmaids slept in their chambers apart ; 

There ia a roae that* a ready: 
Tall Margaret walked with her thnmping heart ; 

There *a a roae that *a ready for dipping. 

The frill of her nightgown below the left breast, 

There ia a roae that *a ready; 
Had fidl'n like a ckmd of the moonlighted West ; 

There'a a roae that *a ready for dipping. 

Bnt where the TITest-clond breaks to a star ; 

There ia a roae that*a ready; 
Pale Margaret's breast showed a winding scar ; 

There *a a roae that 'a ready for dipping, 

O few are the brides with such a sign I 

There ia a roae that's ready; 
Though I went mad the fimlt was mine; 

There'a a roae that a ready for dipping* 
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I mnit apetk to him nader this roof to-fdelit ; 

ThmreUaro§6tkai*9ready; 
I than bun to death if I apMk in the lic:ht ; 

. Ther€*9aro9eHUU*9readifforelippimo. 

Omybreaitt I maat strike yon a bloodier woond; 

There U a ro»e that's ready; 
Than wiien I scored yon red and swooMdt 

. There'earoaetheU^sreadyforeUppina, 

I win stab my bonomr under Us eye ; 

There ie a rose that *8read^: 
Thongfa I bleed to the death, I riiaU let oat the He ; 

There '• a roee that '« ready for dipping, 

Ohi^nOT my bridesmaids I white deep is with yoa I 

There ia a roee that's ready; 
Had he chosen among: yoa he mi^fht sleep tool 

There 's a rose that *s ready for cUppimg. 

O hMpyiy my bridesmaidsl your breasts are clean ; 

There is a rose that's ready; 
Yott carry no mark of what has been t 

There *s a rose that's ready for dtippima. 

IV 

An how befdre the chilly beam, 

Redxoseax^vihiUiHtheoofrden; 

The bridegroom started ont of a dream. 
And the Wrd skHfs over the roses^ 

He went to the door, and there espied 

Red rose and vfhite in the fforden; 

The flgore of his silent bride. 

And the bird sdngs over the roses. 

He went to the door, and let her in ; 

Bed roee and white iH the garden; 
Whiter looked she than a child of sin ; 

And the Wrd sings over the roses. 
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Stm looked to white, the looked to iweet ; 
, Bed roaettnd white 4n the garden; 

She looked to pore be feu at her feet ; 

AndihelfirdskHfe over the roeee. 

He fen at her feet with lore and awe ; 

Bed rose and white in the garden; 
A itainleaB body of Ugfat he law ; 

And the Wrd einge oner the roeea. 

VUrgatti, lay yoa are not of the dead t 

Bed roee and white in the garden; 
nj bride t bj the angds at ni8:ht are yon led? 
And the tird singe over the roeea. 

1 am not led by the angela abont ; 

Bed rose and white in the garden; 
But I have a deril within to let out ; 

And the bird sings over the roses, 

Margaret t my bride and aaint I 

Bed rose and white in the garden; 
There la on yon no earthly taint: 

And the bird sings over the roses. 

1 am no aaint, and no bride can I be, 

Bed rose and white in the garden ; 
Until I hare opened my bosom to thee ; 
And the bird sings over the roses. 

To catdi at her heart ahe laid one hand ; 

Bed rose and white in the garden; 
She told the tale where She did stand ; 

And the bird sings over the roses. 

She atood before him pale and tall ; 

Bed rose and white in the garden; 
Her eyee between his, ahe told him all ; 

And the bird sings over the roses. 
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She nw how her body grew freckled and fool; 

Bed ro9e and vOUU in the garden; 
She heard from the woodi the hooting owl ; 

And the bird singe over the roaea. 

With never a qnirer her month did qieak ; 

Bed roee and white in the garden; 
O when ahe had done ahe atood ao meek I 

And the bird einge over the roees. 

The bridegroom atamped and called her vile ; 

Bed rose and white in the garden; 
He did hot waken a little amile ; 

And the bird ainga over the roaea. 

The bridegroom raged and called her fool; 

Bed roae and white in the garden; 
She heard from the wooda the hooting owl ; 

And the bird ainga over the roaea. 

He mattered a name ftdl bitter and aore ; 

Bed rose and white in the garden ; 
She fell in a lump on the stUl dead floor ; 

And the bird ainga over the roaea, 

O great waa the wonder, and loud the wail» 
Bed roae and white in the gardens; 

When through the honaehold flew the tale ; 
And the bird ainga over the roaea. 

The old grej mother ahe dreaaed the bier; 

Bed roae and white in the garden; 
With a ahivering chin and never a tear ; 

And the bird ainga over the roaea* 

O had yon hot done aa I bade yon, my child t 
Bed roae and white in the garden; 

Yon would not have died and been reviled ; 
And the bird ainga over the roaea. 
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The bcidegroom he bang at midiiic^lit bj the Uer ; 

Bed roae amd wkUe in the garden; 
Re ejed the white girl thro' a ^lawling tear ; 

And the bird timga ov€r the roeee. 

O had JOB beeo fidae aa the women who straj ; 

Bed rose and whUe in the garden; 
Yon wonld not be now with the Angela of Day I 

And the bird efngs over the rosea. 



THE HEAD OF BRAN THE BLEST 

I 

Vhen the Head of Bran 

Waa firm on British shonldera, 

Godmadeamanl 
Cried all beholders. 

Steel conld not resist 

The weight his arm wonld rattle ; 
He, with naked fist, 

Has bnUn'd a knight hi battle. 

He marched on the foe, 

And never counted numbers ; 

Foreign iRrfdows know 

The hosts he sent to slumbers. 

As a street jou scan. 

That 'a towered bj the steeple, 
So the Head of Bran 

Roae o'er his people. 

II 

* Death 'a my neighbour,' 

Quoth Bran the Blest ; 

* Christian labour 

Brings Christian rest. 



239 



POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH 



Prom the tnmk sever 
The Head of Bran, 

That which never 
Has bent to man I 

'That which never 

To men has bowed, 
Shallliveever 

To shame the ahrond: 
Shallliveever 

Tofurethefoe; 
Sever it, sever, 

And with one blow. 

'Bettwritten, 

That all I wrought 
Vas for Britahi, 

In deed and thought : 
Be it written. 

That while I die. 
Glory to Britahi I 

Is my last 07. 

'Glory to Britahi I 

Death echoes me roond. 
Glory to Britahi I 

The world shaU rtsomd. 
Gloiy to Britahi I 

Inmin andfiUl, 
Glory to Britahi I 

Is heard over all.' 



Ill 
Bum, Snn, down the sea I 
Bran lies low with thee. 

Burnt, Norn, from the main I 
Bran so shall rise agahL 
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Blow, Wind, from the field t 
Brmn't He^l is the Briton's shield. 

Besm, Stsr, in the West I 

Bright barns the Hesd of Bran the Blest 

IV 

Cfimson-footed, like the stork, 

From great rots of slans:hter, 
TITarriors of the Golden Torqne, 

Cross the lifting water. 
Princes seven, enchaining hands, 

Bear the live head homeward. 
Lol it speaks, and still commands; 

Gazhig ont far foamward. 

Fiery words of lightning sense, 

Down the hollows thnnder ; 
Forest hostels know not whence 

Comes the speech, and wonder. 
City-Castles, on the steep, 

Where the fiUthfiil Seven 
House at midnight, hear, in sleep, 

Laughter under heaven. 

Lilies, swimming on the mere. 

In the castle shadow. 
Under draw their heads, and Fear 

Walks the misty meadow. 
Tremble not I it is not Death 

Pledging dark espousal: 
Tlsthe Head of endless breath. 

Challenging carousal I 

Brim the horn I a health is drunk. 

Now, that shall keep going : 
Life is but the pebble sunk ; 

Deeds, the circle growhig ! 
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Pm, and pledge the Head d Bran I 

While Ilia lewl thej follow, 
Loofi: riiall heada in Britain plan 

Speech Death cannot awallow I 



BY MORNING TTILIGHT 

Night, like a djing mother, 
Ejea her young offiipring. Day. 
The Urda are dreamily piping. 
And O, my lore, my darling I 
The night la life ebb'd away: 
Away beyond onr reach I 
A aea that haa caat na pale on the beach ; 

Weeda with the weeda and the pebblea 
That hear the lone tamariak rooted in aand, 
Sway 
With the aong of the aea to the land. 



AUTUMN BVEN-SONG 

The long dond edged with atreamhig grey, 

Soara from the Wtti ; 
The red leaf monnta wtth it away. 

Showing the neat 
A blot among the branchea bare: 
There ia a cry of ootcaata hi the air. 

Swift little breeiea, dardng cUUt 

Pant down the lake ; 
A crow fliea from the yellow UD, 

And in ita wake 
A baffled line of labouring rooka: 
Steel-anrCAced to the light the rhrer looka. 
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Pale OS the panes olthe old hall 

Gleams the lone q^ace 
Between the sonset and the sqoall ; 

Andonitslkce 
MonrnftiUy shimmers to the last: 
Great oaks grow mighty mhistrels hi the bbuit* 

Pale the rain-mtted roadwajs shine 

In the green Ught 
Bdiind the cedar and the pine: 

Come, thuidering night ! 
Blacken broad earth wtth hoards of storm : 
For me yon valley-cottage beckons warm. 



UNKNOWN FAIR FACES 

Thongh I am fidthfnl to my loves fived tivongh, 
And place them among Memory's great stan, 
'VherelmmsafiitfellkeHesper: one like Mars: 
Of vlssges I get a moment's view, 
Sweet eyes that In the heaven of me, too, 
Ascend, tho' vhrgin to my Ufe they passed* 
Lo, these within my destiny seem glassed 
At times so bright, I wish that Hope were new. 
A gradons freckled lady, tall and gxmve, 
Wtat In a shawl ▼olominons and white. 
Last sonset by ; and going sow'd a glance. 
Earth is too poor to hold a second chance; 
I will not ask te more than Fortone gave : 
My heart she goes from— never from mj sight 

PHANTASY 

I 

"Vitfaln a Temple of the Toes, 

'What twirled the passionate Wfa, 

I saw foU many a market rose. 
And sighed te my village lHy. 
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II 

With cynical Adrian then I took flight 

To tliat old dead dty wlioae carol 
Batata ont like a retreUer'a lond in the nlg^fat, 

Aa he aita astride hia barret 



III 

We two were bonnd the Alpa to acale, 

Up the rock-reflecting river ; 
Old thnea blew thro' me like a gale, 

And kept my thonghta in a qnirer. 

IV 

Hawking ndn, wood-tdope, and vine, 
Reded aihrer-laced nnder my viaion, 

And hito me paated, with the green-^yed wine 
KnocUng hard at my head for admiarion. 



I held the viUage lily chei^, 

And the dream around her idle : 

Im, qoietly aa I lay to sleep, 

The bella led me off to a bridal. 

VI 

My bride wore the hood of a Bengnfaie, 
And mine waa the foot to falter ; 

Three cowled monka, rat^yed, were aeen ; 
The Crooa waa of bones o'er the altar. 

VII 

TheCroaawaaofbonea; the priest that read, 

A spectacled necromancer: 
Bnt at the fourth word, the bride I led, 

Changed to an Opera dancer. 
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VIII 



A joui: ballet-beaiit^y who peiked in her place, 
A daxUng ol pbk and ^Miigles ; 

One ftir foot level with her hett 

And the hearts ol men at her anklet* 



IX 

She wfairiedy the twirled, the mock-prieit grinned, 

And qoickly Us mask onriddled ; 
Twas Adrian! load his old langhter dinned ; 

Then he seised a fiddle, and fiddled. 



He fiddled, he glowed wtth the bottomless fire, 

Like Ssthanss hi featnre: 
An through me he fiddled a wolfish desire 

To dance with that bright creator. 

XI 

And gathering conrage I said to my sonl. 

Throttle the thhig that Unders I 
When the three cowled monks, firom black as coal, 

TITazed hot as fomace-chiders. 

XII 

TheycanghtherQp,twirlhig: they leapt b e iw ee i HWhfles: 

The fiddler fikkered with hmghter : 
Probnely they fiew down the awful aisles, 

Where I went sliding after. 

XIII 

Down the awful aisles, by the fretted walls, 

Beneath the Gothic arches:— 
King Skull in the bfaick conf es sionals 

Sat mb-a-dnb-dnbbhig Us marches. 
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XIV 

ThM tiie iitot cold stost warriocs frowMd, 
The pictorad stints ttrode Idrwanl : 

A lilililwiiul swspt thsni frofli ho|]r s^roosd s 
A tfls^tst pnflbd them norNswd* 

XV 

Tksj shot throoi^ ths great csttisdtBl door ; 

Ukeflsflaids thej tnKfiraed ocesa : 
And gaaiaff bdow, os its boffinff floor, 

I mariisd Aliofiid coaiaiolioo* 

XVI 

Down a loiasf 8 loag alleys tliqr spaa Bfee tops!: 

It seemed tlmt for sges and sges, 
Tbro' tiie Book of Lift bereft of stops, 

Tb«y wattsed coBtiaaoas pagea. 

XVII 

And aces after, scarce awake, 

And my blood wiHi the fover ftattittff, 

I stood atone I9 a foreat-lake^ 

Whoae.shadowa the aioen wen aettiBg. 

XVIII 

UUes, golden and white, I9 the cmis 

Of thek broad flat toaves hMg swayhig. 

A wiaath of tai«aid twkik« giris 

Stfaamed npward, long lochadieBfiaihig. 

XIX 

Thek cheeks had tiie satin flroatf;low oCtiie nuMM 2 

Thek ^aa the flre of Siiiaa* 
Thoj dr ded , and droned a m o n otonoas taae, 

Abandoned to love delirioas. 
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XX 

Like ItBgttool C Q w r olfliw toni gram tiwbedgt, 

And tnffini: tilt hJsinvay ofw, 
The draanqhtytd mlitrwnt dccM tha Mdge, 

And called for a knrw, a low I 

XXI 

I aank, I rote throoffh teas deyea, 

In odoroua swathea deUckma: 
Thej fanned me wtth Impetnooa aii^ha, 

Thej bit me wtth Uaaea Ykioaa. 

XXII 

M J eara were apeOed, m J neck waa coiled, 
And I with thek fnry waa stowins:, 

▼hen tiie nmitlj waten bnMOed and boiled 
At a watery note d crowing: . 

XXIII 

Tl^j dra|:s:ed me low and low to tiie lake : 
Their Uaaea more atormily ahowered ; 

On the emerald brink, fai the iiridte moon'a wake, 
An earthly damael cowered* 

XXIV 

Preah heart-aoba ahook her knitted handa 

Beneath a tinj ancklins:, 
Aa one by one of the dolefnl banda 

Dived like a fidry dnckUng:. 

XXV 

And now my torn had come— O me I 
What wfadom waa mine that aecond ! 

I dropped on the adorer'a knee ; 
To that aweet fis:are I beckoned. 
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XXVI 

Save me 1 MKwt me 1 for now I know 

The powers that Nature gave me, 
And the ▼alne of honeit love I know :— 

Mj villac:e lOjI eave me I 

XXVII 

Come 'twlzt me and the siaterfaood, 

While the pattion-bom phantomi are fleeing I 

Oh, he that is true to flesh and blood, 
Is true to his own being I 

XXVIII 

And he that Is fidse to flesh and Uood, 

Is fidse to the star within hhn : 
And the mad and hungry sisterhood 

AU under the tides shall win hhn I 

XXIX 

Mj village Uly I save me ! save I 

For strength Is with the ho^:— 
Aheadj I shuddered to fed the wave, 

As I kept sinking dowlj:— 

XXX 

: Ifdt the cold wave and the nnder-tng 

Of the Brides, when— starthig and shrinkfaig— 
Lo, Adrian tUts the waterjng I 

And Bmges with mom Is blinking. 

XXXI 

Merri^ sparkles smmj prime 

On gabled peak and arbomr: 
Merriljr rattles belfry-chhne 

The song of SevlUa's Barber. 
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SHSnSBLNIHAR 

Omylorerl the ni^ Uke a broad nnooth wave 

Bean na onward, and mom, a black rock, aUnet wet 

How I ahnddered— I knew not that I waa a alaTe, 

TIU I looked on thj &ce:— then I writhed fai the net 

Then I felt Uke a thing: caa8:ht by fire, that her itar 

Glowed dark on llie boaom olShemaehdhar. 

Andhecame, whoaelam: O my lover I became: 
And hia ilave, atill ao envied oi women, waa I : 

And I tamed aa a hisifaii: leaf apita from the flame, 

Yea, I ahrivelled to dnat from him, hanrard and drj, 

O fors^ive her:— ahe waa bnt aa dead lOiea are: 

The life of her heart fl^ from Shemaelnihar. 

Yet with thee like a fntt throbbing rone how I bloom I 
Like a roae by the foontafai whoae ihoweiing we hear, 

Aa we lie, O my lover 1 in thia rich s^loom, 

SmeUinc: hint the cool breath of the lemon-grovea near, 

Aa we lie g^Miog ont on that gloyning great atar^ 

Ahl dark on the boaom of Shemaelnihar. 

Yet with thee am I not aa an arm of the vine, 

Firm to Und thee, to cherieh thee, feed thee aweet? 

Swear an oath on my lip to let none diaentwine 

The life that here fiiwna to give warmth to thy feet 

Ionthhie,thnal no more ahall that jewelied Head Jar 

The mnaic thou breatheat on Shemaelnihar. 

Par away, fiur away, where the wandering acenta 

Of all flowera are aweeteat, white moontaina among, 

There my kindred abide in thek green and bfaie tenta: 
Bear me to them, my lover I they loat me ao yonng. 

Let na atip down the atream and lei^ ateed till afitf 

None qneation thy daim i^on Shemaelnihar. 
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O that Umg note the bolbol gKwt ont— oMtnins: love t 
O my lover, hark to him and think it my voice I 

The bine nig^t like a great bell-flower from abow 

Drooping low and gold-ejred : O, bnt hear him r^|oice i 

Canitbe? twasafla^l that accnrat admitir 

In thons^ even cnta thee from i 



Yea, I wonid that, ten generooa, he wonid oppren, 

He would chain me, upbraid me, bum deep branda for hate. 

Than with thia maak of freedom and gotgeouaneaa, 
Beqiangle mf alaverj, mock my atrange frite. 

Vould, would, would, O my lover, he knew— dared debar 

Thy coming, and earn curae of Shemarinihar I 



A ROAR THROUGH THE TALL TWIN ELM-TRBBS 

A roar thro' the tall twin elm-treea 
The muatering atorm betrayed : 

The South-wind aeiaed the willow 
That over llie water awayed* 

Then fell the ateady defaige 

In which I atrove to dose. 
Hearing all night at my window 

The knock of the winter roae. 

The rainy rone d winter ! 

An ontcaat of mnat pine. 
And from thy boaom ontcaat 

Am I, dear lady mine. 



WHEN I VOULD IMAGE 

Whta I VTOuld image her featurea, 
Comea up a ahrouded head : 

I touch the ontUnea, riirinking ; 

She aeema of the wandering dead. 
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Bnt when love asks for nothins^, 
Afld lies on his bed of aaow, 

The &ce alipe under mj eyelids, 
All inits Uvins: glow. 



Like a dark cathedral dtj, 

Vhose spiresy and domes, and towers 
Quiver In violet li^^htnlngs, 

M J sonl basks on for hours. 



I CHAFE AT DARKNESS 

I chafe at darimess In the night, 

Bnt when tis light, 
Hope shuts her ^es ; the doods are pale ; 
The fields stretch cold into a distance hard : 
I wWi again to draw the veil 
Thonsand-staired. 



Am I of them whose blooms are shed, 

"Whose fruits are spent. 
Who from dead ejes see Lifie half dead ,*« 
Bec aus e desire Is feeble discontent ? 
Abt no I desire and hope riionld die, 
Thusvrerel. 



Bnt In me something clipped of wing. 

Within its ring 
Frets ; for I have lost what made 
The dawn-breese magic, and the twilight beam 
A hand with tidings o'er the glade 

Waving seem. 



251 



POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH 



BY THE ROSANNA 

To F« M. 

8r AMZBB Thai* TsBOU 

The old grey Alp has caught the doudt 
Afld the torrent river aings aloud ; 
The glader-green Roaaima ainga 
An organ tong of Ita upper apringa. 
Foamhig under the tiera of pine, 
I aee it daah down the dark ravine, 
And it tnmblea the rods in boiaterona plaj, 
Vith an eameat wiU to find ita waj. 
Sharp it throws ont an emerald a h o nlde r , 

And, thundering ever of the mountain, 
Sfaq^in ^wrt aome giant boulder. 

And tops it in a aihrer fountain. 
A chain of foam firom end to end. 
And a aolitnde ao deep, mj friend, 
You may forget that man abidea 
Beyond the great mute mountain-ddea. 
Yet to me, fai thia high^waUed aoUtude 
Of river and rock and foreat rude. 
The roaring voice through tlie long white chain, 
la the voice of the world of bubble and brahL 



ODE TO THE SPIRIT OP EARTH IN AUTUMN 

Pair Mother Earth lay on her back laat nigitt, 
To gase her fill on Autumn'a aunaet akiea, 
When at a waving of the fallen li^^ 
Sprang reahna of roay fruitage o'er her eyea. 
A luatroua heavenly orchard hung the Weat, 
Wherein the blood of Eden bloomed again : 
Red were the myriad cherub^noutha that pressed. 
Among the duateia, rich with aong, full fidn. 
But dumb, becauae that overmaatering apell 
Of rapture held them dumb: then, here and therey 
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A golden hatp lost ttring:!; a crimion shell 

Bnnitgrey; and sheaves of hntre fell to air. 

The nttnittable eagerness of hne 

Broosed, and the beamj winged bloom that flew 

'Mid tiiose bunched frnlts snd thronging fignres Cdled* 

A green-edged lake of saffron touched the Une, 

IJDltfa Isles d fireless purple lyhig through : 

And Psncj on that lake to seek lost treasures sailed. 

Not long the silence foQowed : 

The voice that Issues from the breast, 
O glorious South-west, 

Along the s^oom-horison holloa'd ; 
Vaming the valleys with a meQow roar 
Through flappfaig wings ; then sharp the woodknd bore 

A shudder and a ndse of hands : 

A thoussnd horns from some fru: vale 

In ambush sounding on the gale. 

Forth from the cloven sky came bands 
Of revel-gathering spirits; troophig down, 
Some rode the tree-tops ; some on torn doudnrtrips, 

Burst screamhig thro' the lighted town : 
And scudding seaward, some fefl on big ships: 

Or mounting the sea-horses blew 

IMght foani-41akes on the black review 

Of heaving hulls and burying beaks. 

Still on the furthest line, with outpuffed cheeks, 
'Twiact dsrk and utter dark, the great wind drew 
From heaven that disenchanted harmony 
To join earth's laughter In the midnight blind : 
Booming a distant chorus to the shrieks 

Preluding him: then he, 
His mantle streaming thunderlngly behind, 
Across the yellow reahn of stiffened Day, 
Shot thrs^ the woodland alleys signals three ; 

And with the presiure of a sea, 
Fhmged broad upon the vale that under lay. 
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Night on tiie roninc foltafire feU : 
Bnt I, who love old hjBmiag nigl^ 
And know the DrjmA Toicee well, 
Diacemed tiiem M their leaves took ttght, 
Like loale to wander after death : 
Great armies in Imperial d jes, 
And mad to tread the air and riae. 
The lavage freedom of the akies 
To taste before thej rot And here, 
Like fraH white-bodied girls hi fear, 
The birches swung from shrieks to sighs ; 
The aspens, langhers at a breath. 
In shovrering spray-fidls mixed their cries. 
Or raked a savage ocean-strand 
Vith one incessant drowning screech* 
Here stood a solitary beech. 
That gave Its gold with open hand, 
And all its bnmches, toning chUl, 
Did seem to shnt their teeth right Cut, 
To shriek more mercilessly shrHl, 
And match the fierceness of the blast 

Bnt heard I a low sweO that noised 

Of fiuvoff ocean, I was 'ware 

Of pines upon their wide roots poised. 

Whom never madness In the air 

Can draw to more than loftier stress 

Of monmfnlness, not monrnfalness 

For melancholy, bnt Joy's excess, 
That singing, on the lap of sorrow fronts: 

And Peace, as In the hearts of saints 

Who chant nnto the Lord their God ; 
Deep Peace below upon the muffled sod, 
The stillness of the sea's nnswaying floor. 

Could I be sole there not to see 

The life within the life awake ; 

The spirit bursting fitmi the tree, ^ 

And rising from the troubled lake? 

Pour, let the wines of Heaven pour I 
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The Goldea Harp is ttru^ once move, 
And all its mosic is for me 1 
Pour, let tiie wines of Heaven poor t 
And, ho» for a niglit of Pagan glee 1 

There is a cnrtain o'er ns. 
For once, good souls, we 11 not pretend 
To be anght better than her who bore ns, 
And is onr only visible friend. 
HarktoherUns^terl who langhs like this, 
Can she be dead, or rooted in pain? 
She has been slain by the narrow brain. 
But for ns who love her she lives again. 

Canshedie? O, take her kiss ! 

The crimson-footed nymph is panting ap the glade, 

WiXh the wine-jar at her arm-pit, and the dmnken ivy^braid 

Ronnd her forehead, breasts, and thighs: starts a Satyr, and 

they speed: 
Hear the crashing of the leaves : hear the cracking of the bongh 1 
And the whistling of the bramble, the piping of the weed I 

Bnt the bnU-voiced oak is battling now: 
The storm has seized him half-asleep. 
And round him the wild woodland throngs 
To hear the fury of his songs. 
The uproar of an outraged deep. 
He wakes to find a wrestling giant 
Trunk to trunk and limb to limb. 
And on his rooted force reUant, 
He laughs and grasps the broadened giant, 
And twist and roll the AnaUm ; 
And multitudes acclaiming to the cloud, 
Cry which is brealdng, which is bowed. 

Away, for the cymbals clash alcrft 

In the circles of pine, on the moss-floor soft. 

The nymphs of the woodland are gathering there* 
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They hnddle the leAvet, and trunple, and ton; 
Thej 9wing in the hranchet, thej roll hi the nuMt, 

Th^ blow the seed on the air. 
Back to back thej atand and blow 
The whifi^ed aeed on the cradUns: air, 
A foantahi of leavea OTer boaom and back. 
The pipe of the Fann cornea on their trade. 
And the weltering alleja overflow 
With mnaical ahridca and wind-wedded hah*. 
The riotona companiea melt to a pair. 

Bleaa them, mother of kindneaal 

A atar has nodded throoffh 
The depths of the flying bine. 
Time only to plant the light 
Of a memory in the blindness. 
Bnt time to show me the sis:ht 
Of my life thro' the curtain of ni^t ; 
Shining: a moment, and mixed 
With the onward-hnrrying stream, 
Whose pr e esur e is darimeas to me ; 
Behfaid the cnrtain, fixed, 
Beams with endless beam 
That star on tiie ch anging sea. 

Great Mother Nature 1 teach me, Uke thee, 
To kias the season and ahnn regrets. 
And am I more than the mother who bore, 
Mock me not with thy harmony I 

Teach me to blot regrets. 

Great Motherl me inspire 

'^Jnth foith that forward aets 

But lieeda the Uving fire. 

Faith that never firets 

For ▼agneness in the form. 

In life, O keep me warm I 

For, what is homan grief? 

And what do men desire ? 
Teach me to fed myself the tree, 
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And not the withered leaf. 
Fixed un I and await the dark to-be I 

And O, green boonteona EarthI 
Bacchante Mother I atemtotiioae 
Who live not hi thy heart of mhth ; 
Death ahaU I ahtink from, loving thee? 
Into the breast that givea the rose, 

Shall I with shnddering faU ? 

Earth, the mother of all, 
Moves on her stedfiut way, 
Gatherhig, flhiging, sowhig. 
Mortals, we live in her day. 
She in her children Is growing. 

She can lead ns, on^ she. 

Unto God's footstool, whither she reaches : 

Loved, enjoyed, her gifts most be, 

Reverenced the troths she teaches, 

En a man may hope that he 

Ever can attain the glee 

Of Udngs without a destiny ! 

She knows not loss: 
She feels bat her need, 
Who the winged seed 
With the leaf doth toss. 



And may not men to this attain ? 
That the joy of motion, the rapture of being, 
Shall throw strong light when our season is fleehig, 
Nor quicken a^ed blood in vahi. 
At the gates of the vault, on the verge of the phUn ? 
Life thoroughly lived Is a fiict in the brahi. 
While eyes are left for seehig. 
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Behold, in yon stripped Aotnmn, sUiering grey, 
Earth knows no d eeola t io n . 
She mens regeneration 
In the moist breath of decay. 

Prophetic of the coming joy and strife, 

Like the wild western war-chief sinking 
Cahn to the end he eyes nnblinUng, 

Her voice is jnUlant hi ebbfaig ltfe« 

He for his happy hunting-fields, 
Forgets the droning chant, and yields 
His numbered breaths to exultation 
In the proud anticipation : 
Shouting the glories of his nation, 
Shouting the grandeur of his race. 
Shouting his own great deeds of daring: 
And when at last death grasps his face, 
And stiffened on the ground in peace 

He lies witii all his painted terrors glaring ; 

Hushed are the tribe to hear a tfareadhig ay: 
Not from the dead man ; 
Not from the standers-by : 
The spirit of the red man 

Is welcomed by his fathers up on higiL 
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THE DOB: A FRAGMENT 

(Prom • Wandering wnUe *) 

And— 'Yoadcrlookl yolMl yotel 
Naocjisoffl' the fiuner cried, 
Advandng by the river ride, 
Re dlwrchkft and brown-coated ;— <So, 
Mj gM, who ebe conid lei^ like that? 
SoneatljtUkealadyl 'Zondtl 
Look at her how she leads the hoanda I ' 
And wanriBs: hia dostj beaver hat, 
He ch ee re d across tiie chaae-filled water. 
And cfatpt hia arm about his danghter. 
And gave to Joan a conrteona bag, 
And kiss that, like a stabbora phig 
From geasroBS vats hi vaatness rounded. 
The hmer wealth and aplrit aonnded: 
Eagerlj pohrtfaig Sooth, where, lo, 
The dahitieat, fleetest-fooled doe 
Led o'er the fields and thro' the fane 
Beyond : her lively delicate eara 
Prlckt op erect, and in her timck 
A di4»pled lengUqMridhig pack. 

Scarce had llMy caat eyea opon her, 
"Wlien every heart vras wagered on her, 
And half hi dread, and half deUght, 
They watched her lovely bonndhig flight ; 
As now acrosa the flashing green. 
And now beneath the atately tseea, 
And now hr distant in the dene, 
She headed OB with giacefnl eaae : 
Hangfaig aloft with doobled knees. 
At thnes athwart aome hedge or gate ; 
And riaehenhig pace br alow degrees. 
As for Ihe fomnost loe to wait 

259 



POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH 

Renewiiig her o ntstrip p in g rate 

Whene'er the hot piusu e ii neered, 

By garden wall and paled eatate, 

Where clambering gasen whooped and cheered. 

Here windkig onder elm and oak» 

And abmtfaig ap the annny hill : 

SplaaUng the water here Uke amoke 

Among the mill-holma ronnd the mllL 

And—* Let her go ; ahe ahowa her game, 
My Nancy giri, my pet and treaamre I ' 
The former aigfaed: hia eyea with pleaanre 
Brhnmlng: "Tia my danghter'a name, 
My aecond daughter lying yonder.' 
And WOlie'a eye in aearch did wander, 
And caoght at once, with moist regard, 
The white gleama of a grey chnrchyard. 
'Three weeka before my gfai had gone, 
And whfle npon her pillowa propped. 
She lay at eve ; the weakling lawn— 
For still it aeems a fawn just dropt 
A se'nnight— to my Nancy's bed 
I brooght to make my giri a gift : 
The mothera of them both were dead: 
And both to bleaa it was my drift, 
By giving each a friend ; not thinking 
How rapidly my gfai waa sinking. 
And I remember how, to pat 
Ita neck, ahe stretched her hand ao weak, 
And ita cold noae against her cheek 
Pressed fondly: and I fetched the mat 
To make it np a conch jnst by her. 
Where in the lone dark hoors to lie: 
For neither dear old nnrse nor I 
Would any afaigle wish deny her. 
And there nnto the last it lay ; 
And in the paatnrea cared to pby 
Little or nothing: there ita meala 
And milk I brooght: and even now 
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The creatme tnch affsctioii feels 

For thftt old room tfaat, when and how, 

Tis stnmge to mark, it aUnks and steals 

To get there, and all day conceals. 

And once when nnrse who, sfaice that thne. 

Keeps house for me, was Teiy side, 

\7aldns: i^on the midnigrht chhne, 

And Ustenhifi: to the stahvdock's dick, 

I heard a mstling:, half uncertain. 

Close against the dark bed-curtain : 

And wliile I thrust my leg to kick. 

And fed the phantom with my feet, 

A loving tongue began to Uck 

My left hand lying on the sheet ; 

And warm sweet breath upon me blew, 

And that twaa Nancy then I knew. 

So, for her love, I had good cause 

To have the creature ** Nancy" christened.' 

He paused, and in the moment's pause. 
His eyes and "Villie's strangdy glistened. 
Nearer came Joan, and Besqr hung 
Vith fece averted, near enough 
To hear, and sob unheard ; the young 
And careless ones had scampered off 
Meantime, and sought the loftiest place 
To beacon the approachhig chase. 

' Daily i^on the meads to browse. 

Goes Nancy with those dairy cows 

Yon see behfaid the clematis: 

And such a fevourite she is. 

That when fatigued, and hdter skelter. 

Among them from her foes to shelter, 

She dashes when the chase is over, 

Tl^y 11 close her in and give her cover. 

And bend thdr horns against the hounds, I 

And low, and keep them out of boundsl 

From the house dogs she dreads no harm, 
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And it cood fitada with ^<lM iua, 
Msfiy md birai ttM ooMtf I 

And ihe It knoffo fDT maagrm iofla» 

And noted for her tplendid stfk^ 

For her dMT leap end qaick lUgM koof ; 

Vdcome riw It In maagr a root 

And If I aty, I loteher, nunl 

I lay bat little: her tee 6fw ini 

Of memorlea of my gift, at Tnle 

And May-time, nwke her dearer than 

Dnmb brnte to menhaabeeni I thinki 

So dear I do not find her dnmb. 

I know her w^ya, her tUghteat winfc» 

So well; andtomyhandaheHcoBM, 

Sldelaog, for iDod or a careaif 

Joat ttke a loving hunan thing. 

Nor can I help, I do coofeaa, 

Some tooch of human a o r r owln g 

To tUnk there may be anch a doobt 

That from tibe neatt worid ahe 11 be ahnt ont, 

And parted from me! AndwdllaUnd 

How, when my girl'a laat momante came, 

Her aofteyea very aoft and kind, 

She joined her handa and prayed the aame, 

Tlmt ahe '< might meet her fiitlMr, mother, 

Slater Beaa, and each dear brother. 

And with them, if it might be, one 

Who waa her laat rompanioa.** 

Meaning tilie fawu the doe yon aMttk— 

For my bay mare waa then a foal. 

And time haa paaeed afawe then f--lNit hark I ' 



For Uke the ahrieldng of a aonl 
Shot in a tomb, a daikened cry 
Of teward-walUng agony 
gm p il ae d them, and aU ^yea on each 

Of aelf«eproachfol apprehenaioa : 
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Kiiowiaff tiot wliat to tfaiiik or do : 
Bnt Joan, ncoveriiig: fint, brolBe throagfa 
The instasteiieoiis aospensioii, 
And knelt upon tiie gfonnd, and gneaaed 
The bttterneaa «t a glance, and preaaed 
Into the comfort of her breast, 
The deep4hraed qaaUng ahape that drooped 
In nlaetT^ wflfol aggravation, 
Before the fttfmer aa he stooped. 
Touched with accoaing consternation : 
SootUng her as ahe aobbed akmd >- 
*Notnie! notme! Oh,no,no,nol 
Notmel God will not take me hi I 
NotUng can wipe away my ahi ! 
lahallnotaeeher: yon will go; 
Yon and aU that ahe lovea so : 
Notmel notmel Oh, no, no, nol' 
Colonrieaa, her long black hafar, 
Like aeaweed hi a tempeat toaaed 
TangUng astray, to Joan'a care 
She yielded like a creatare lost : 
Yielded, droopfaig toward the gronnd, 
Aa doth a ahi^ie one half-honr drowned. 
And heaved from aea with maat and apar, 
All duk of ita fanmortal star. 
And on that tender heart, innred 
To ibtter basest grief , and fight 
Deapair upon the brink of night. 
She anffered herself to afaik, aaanred 
Of refiige ; and her ear incUned 
Tocomfort; and her thongfats resigned 
To counsel ; her wild hah let bmsh 
Prom off her weepfaig browa ; and ahook 
With many little aoba that took 
DeeperHhmwn brdatha, till hito aighs 
Long aigha they aank ; and to the * hoah I' 
Of Joan'a gentle chide, ahe aonght 
Childlike to check them aa ahe onght. 
Looking up at her faifiantwiae. 
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And Willie, guing on them both, 
Shivered with bllM through blood and brain. 
To see the darling of hit troth 
Like a maternal angel itrain 
The ainfnl and the afaileaa child 
At once on either breast, and there 
In peace and promise reconciled 
Unite them : nor coold Nature's care 
With subtler sweet beneficence 
Have fed the springs of penitence, 
StOl keephig true, though harshly tried. 
The vital prop of human pride. 
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INVITATION TO THE COUNTKV 

Nmv til flpriag on wood Mid wold, 

nwu svpno^ um ■oivtra wKb coniy 

Batgteddent, ■odffMhwt, di^ bf digr, 

A lorditf hoe, a wmBcr fay , 

A sweeter sons:, a dearer ditty ; 

Onsd aad throotle, aew-maftad and gay» 

Singing their hridala on eyiry apta j r 

Oh, hear them, deep In the aoacle« Chyf 

Cast off 4lM yoke of tofl and amoka, 

Aa Spring le caaWtig wlntei'*a tsmft 

Aa Mffpente cait their eUaa away : 

And come, for the Coantey aweita tine with pity 

And kmga to bathe thee in her delight, 

Aad take a new j<qr hi thy ktadUng aigi* ; 

And I no leti, by day and night. 

Long for thy condng, and watch for, and wait thee, 

And wonder what dntiea can thoa belate thee. 

Dry-frnited fira are dropi^ng their craea, 
And viata'd avennea of pinea 
Take richer green, give freaher tonea, 
Aa mora after mora the gtad ann diinea. 

Primroae tofta peep orer the brooka, 
Pah: £uea amid moiat decay I 
The rivnleta ran with the dead leavea at play. 
The Icaflcaa efana are alive with the rooka. 
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Over the meadows the cowslips are ^iriiigiiig, 
The marshes are thick with Idnfi^-cop srold, 
Clear is the cry of the lambs in the fold, 
The skjlaric is stnging, and singhig, and singing. 

Soon comes the cuckoo wlien April is fiUr, 
And her bine eje the brighter the more it maj weep: 
The frog and the butterfly wake from thefr steep, 
Each to its dement, water and air. 

Mist hangs still on every hill, 

And cnrls up the valleys at eve ; but noon 

Is follest of Spring ; and at midnifi^ the moon 

Gives her west e r in g throne to Orion's bright sooe, 

As he dopes o'er the daiicened world's repose ; 

And a lustre In eastern Sirius glows. 

Come, in the season of openfaig bnds ; 
Come, and molest not the otter that whistles 
Unlit by the moon, 'mid the wet winter bristles 
Of willow, half-drowned in tiie fattening floods. 
Let him catch his cold fish without fear of a gun, 
And the stars shall shield him, and thou wilt shun I 
And every little t^rd under the sun 
Shall know that the bounty of Spring doth dwell 
In the whids that blow, hi the waters that run. 
And in the breast of man as welL 
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THE SWEET O* THE YEAR 

Now the fros:> aU lean and weak, 

Yawning from hit funiafaed deep, 
Water in the ditch doth aeek, 

Faat aa he can atretch and leap: 
KMnbcf king-ciq^ burnins^ near, 
TeU hhn tia the tweet o* the year. 

Now the ant worka np hit monnd 

In the mooktered piny aoi!. 
And above the husj ground 
Takea the j<qr of eamett toil: 

Dropping pine-conety dry and aere^ 
Warn him 'tit tiie tweet o' the year. 

Now the chiytalit on the wall 

Crackt, and out the creatore quringt, 
Raptnrea hi hit body tmall, 

Woodert on hit dntty wingt: 

Bellt and cnpt, aU aliining dear, 
Show him tia the tweet o' the year. 

Now the brown bee, wild and wite, 

Hnmt abroad, and rovea and roamt, 
Storing hi hit wealthy thigha 

Treaanre for the golden combt : 
Dewy bndt and blottomt dear 
"WldMper tit the tweet o' the year. 

Now the merry maidt ao Ctir 

Weave the wreatht and chooae the queen, 
Blooming in the open afar. 

Like fireth flowert upon the green ; 
Spring, hi every thought rincere, 
ThriUt them with the tweet o' the year. 
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Now the laids, aU quick and gwj, 

WhiiUe to the browabis herds, 
Or in the twillgfat pastores gr^ 

Leani the nae of whispered words: 
Fbst a blnsh, and then a tear, 
And then a smile, r the sweet o' the year. 

Now the May-fly and the fish 

Pfaty again from noon to night ; 
Every breeze begets a wish, 
Every motion means delight : 

Heaven high over heath and mere, 
Crowns with bine the sweet o' the year. 

Now aU Nature is alive, 

Bird and beetle, man and mole ; 
Bee-like goes the hnman hive, 

Lark-like sfaigs the soaring soul : 
Hearty &ith and honest cheer 
Welcome hi the sweet o' the year. 



THE SONG OF COURTESY 



When Sir Gawafai was led to his bridal-bed. 
By Arthur's knights hi scorn God-sped:— 
How, thhik yon, he felt? 

O the bride witUn 
Was yellow and dry as a snake's old skhi ; 

Loathly as shi I 

Scarcely fiaceable. 

Quite nnembraceable ; 
With a hog's bristle on a hag's cUn I— 
Gentle Gawahi felt as should we. 
Little of Love's soft fire knew he: 
BntJie was the Knight of Com^e^. 
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II 

Whea that evfl lady he lay beside 
Bade him tarn to greet his bride, 
What, tUnk yon, he did? 

O, to Bpue her pain. 
And let not his loatUns: her loathUness vahi 

Mirror too plain, 

Sadly, sigfahigly, 

Almost <!^ingly. 
Turned he and kissed her once and again. 
Like Sir Gawain, gentles, should we? 
Sile7U,aUI But for pattern agree 
There's none like the Knight of Cowtesy. 

Ill I 

Sir Gawain sprang up amid laces and cnris : 
Kisses are not wasted psaiis:— 
What dung in his arms? 

O, a maiden flower, 
BvBfaig with bhiahes the sweet hride-bower, 

Beanty her dower ! 

Breathing perfnmingly, 

Shattlttvebloomiagly, 
Said she, by day, or the bridal hour? 
Thereat he chuped her, and whispered he. 
Thine, care bride, the choice shall be. 
Said she, Twke blest is Courtei^ I 

IV 

Of gentle Sir Gawahi th^ had no sport, 
When it was morning in Arthur's court ; 
What, tUnk you, they cried ? 

Now, life and eyes I 
This bride is the very Saint's dream of a prize. 

Fresh from the skies ! 

See ye not. Courtesy 

Is the true Alchemy, 
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Timiiiig to gold all it tonchet and tries? 
Like the trae knight, so may we 
Make tlie basest tliat there be 
Beantifiil byCottrtesy ! 



THE THREE MAIDENS 

There were three maidetis met on the liigfaway ; 

The son was down, the night was bite: 
And two sang lond with the birds of May, 

O the nightingale is merry with its mate. 

Said they to the youngest, Why walk yon there so still? 

The land is daric, the night is late: 
O, bnt the heart hi my side is Ol, 

And the nightingale will bmgnish for its mate. 

Said they to the youngest, Of lovers there is store ; 

The moon mounts up, the niglit is late: 
O, I shall look on man no more. 

And the nigfathigale is dumb without its mate. 

Said they to the youngest, Uncross your arms and sing : 
The moon mounts high, the night is late : 

O my dear lover can hear no tUng, 

And the nightingale sings only to its mate. 

They slew him in revenge, and his true-love was his lure : 

The moon is pale, the night is late : 
His grave is shallow on the moor ; 

O the nightingale is dyhig for its mate. 

His blood is on his breast, and the moss-roofai at his hair : 

The moon is chiU, the night is kite : 
But I wiU Ue beside Urn there : 

O the nighthigale is dyhig for its mate. 
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THE CROVN OF LOVE 

O might I load my arms with thee, 
Like that joong lover of Romance 

Who loved and gained so glorioosly 
The fair Princess of France I 

Because he dared to love so high, 

He, bearing her dear weight, shall speed 

To where the mountain touched on sky : 
So the prond king decreed, 

Unhalthig he most bear her on, 

Nor paose a space to gather breath, 

And on the height she will be won ;~ 
And she was won in death I 

Red the &r snmmit flames with mom. 
While hi the plahi a glistenhig Comi 

Sorronnds the Ung who practised scorn 
Throngh such a mask of sport. 

She leans hito his arms; she lets 

Her lovely shi^ie be clasped : he lues. 

God speed Um whole I The knights make bets: 
The ladies lift soft prayers. 

O have yon seen the deer at chase? 

O have yon seen the wounded kite ? 
So boundingly he runs the race. 

So wavering grows hiM flight. 

—My lover I linger here, and dake 

Thy thhst, or me thou wilt not win. 

--See'st thou the tumbled heavens? theybreaki 
They beckon us up and hi. 
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— Ali,liero4ovel miloow thy hold: 

O drop me like a cnnM tUng. 
^See'st thon the crowded swards of srold ? 

They wave to ns Rose and Rlns:. 

— O deatti-^ddte month I O cast me down I 
Thoadiest? Then wKh thee I die. 

—See'st thon the angels with their Crown ? 
Wt twahi have reached the sky. 



LINES TO A FRIEND VISITING AMERICA 

I 

Now lurewell to yon I yon are 
One of my dearest, whom I trust: 
Now follow yon the Western star, 
And cast the old worid off as dnst. 

II 

From many friends adieu I adieu I 
The quick heart of the word therein. 
Much that we hope for hangs with you: 
Ve lose you, but we lose to win. 

Ill 
The beggar-king, November, frets : 
His tatters rich with Indian ^b^ 
Goes hugging: we our season's debts 
Pay cahnly, of the Spring fbrevrise. 

IV 

"Wt send our worthiest ; can no less. 
If we would now be read aright,— 
To that great people who may bless 
Or curse manUnd: they have the might 
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The p t OB deit ■eiioni fiod their gimvee, 
And we, who wonld oot be wooed, imnt cooft. 
Wt have let the Mundem end the waves 
Dhride oi, and the devfl had iport. 

VI 

The bhrndereia and the waves no more 
Shatt sever khidred sendfaifi: forth 
Thefar worthiest from shore to shore 
For welcome, bent to prove their vforth. 

VII 

Go yoo and soch as yoo afloat, 

Our lost kinifeilowrily to revive* 

The battle off the antidote 

Is tongh, thoi^ silent: may yoo thrive I 

VIII 

I, when In this North whid I see 
The stnUnhig red woods blown awry, 
Peel shndderine: like the winter tree, 
AH vein and artery on cold sky. 

IX 

The lesf that clothed me is torn away ; 
My friend is as a flyhig seed. 
Ay, tme ; to bring repleniriied day 
Ufi^ ebbs, hot I am bare, and bleed. 



What hnsky habitations seem 
These comfortable sayhigs! they fell. 
In some rich year become a dream :— 
So cries my heart, the hifidell . . . 
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XI 

Oh I for the itrennoiis ndnd in quest, 
Armbiaii viskuis could not vie 
y/nth those broftd wonders of the West, 
And would I bid yoo stay? Not I! 



XII 
The strange ei^erimental land 
Where men continually dare take 
Niagara leaps ;— unshattered stand 
Twizt fidl and fsU ;— for conscience' sake, 

XIII 

Drive onward like a flood's increase;— 
Fresh rapids and abysms engage ;— 
(Wt live— we die) scorn fireside peace, 
And, as A garment, put on rsge, 

XIV 

Rather than bear God's reprimand, 
By rearing on a fnU fot soil 
Concrete of sin and sloth;— this land, 
Yon will observe it coil hi coiL 

XV 

The land has been discover'd long. 
The people v^e have yet to know ; 
Themselves they know not, save that strong 
For good and evil still they grow. 

XVI 

Nor know they us. Yea, well enough 
In that hiveterate macUne 
Through which we speak the printed staff 
Dally, with voice most hugeous, mien 
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XVII 

Tremendous :— mt a lion's show 
The grand menagerie paintings hide: 
Hear the drum beat, the trombones blow I 
The poor old Uon lies inside I • . • 



XVIII 
It is not England that thej hear, 
Bnt mighty Mammon's p^jters, trsined 
To trumpet out his moods, and stir 
His shiggish soul: Aer voice is chahied : 

XIX 

Ahnost her spirit seems moribund 1 
O teach them, tis not she displays 
The panic of a purse rotund. 
Eternal dread of evil days,— 

XX 

That haunting spectre of success 

Which shows a heart sunk low hi the girths: 

Hot England answers nobleness,^ 

< Live for thyself: thou art not earth's/ 

XXI 

Hot she, when struggling msnhood tries 
For freedom, air, a hopefnller tete, 
Points out the planet. Compromise, 
And shakes a mild r epr o v in g pate: 

XXII 

Says never: ' I am well at ease. 
My sneers upon the weak I shed : 
The strong have my oyoleries : 
And those beneath my feet I tread.' 
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XXIII 
Haj, tmt til nldte her, gvMt Lm4 I 



ThemJMiy'itlierel Thei 

A^jorai oyuikiad to ahetthe the awofd, 

HCTidf not yirtdfag what it woo;— 

XXIV 

Her seraioa at coch-crow dotli praad^ 
Onaweet Piroapenlif oi' gieeo* 
* Lo I aa the beaata feed, each for each, 
God'a bleiringa let na take, and leed t ' 

XXV 

fJofpn/BilkA oeateraa cnve a p a rt — 



She leUa them Snaly afae ia fan I 

Leat sheared iheep hHTt her teader heart 

With bleatiflff, atopa her eara with wool :— 

XXVI 



Seiaed aomeHmce by prodfgiona qmtaaa 
(Nightonrea of baalmiptcy and deatli),^ 
ShoweiB down hi ImBpa a load of afaaa, 
Tlwn paata aa one who Ina lort a breath ; 

XXVII 

BeUevea high heaven, whence fiivoara flow, 
Too kind to mk, a sacrifice 
For wiiat it apedally doth beatow :— 
Givea «^ tia generona, cheeae to Biice. 

XXVIII 

She saw tlie yonng Dominion atr^ 
For battle with a griev ona wrong, 
And coiled a noble Norman lip, 
And looked with half an eye aideloog ; 
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XXIX 

And in itant SMcoa wrote her m e eri, 
P e noe nc ed the wete of blood and coin, 
Imfilofed the combetante, with teen, 
Neier to tUnk they could r^ioin. 

XXX 

Oh I was it Bi«tand that, atae t 
Tnroed sharp the victor to oriole ? 
BelMld her tatores hi the glass: 
A monstrous semUance oMKks her sool t 

XXXI 

A fiUse nudoiity, bf stealth, 
HaTO got her list, and swa j the rod : 
A headlsBS tyrant built of wealth, 
The hjpocctte, thebefly«God« 

XXXII 

To hki the daflty hjauHi thej raise : 
lUs tastes arosoogfat! hiswfllisdone: 
He sttifli the potrid steam of praise, 
PtaKe for trae England here is none I 

XXXIII 

Bat Gsn a distant race discern 
The diflEerence twizt her and him ? 
My friend, that wfll yon bid them learn. 
He shames snd binds her, head and Ifanb. 

XXXIV 

Old wood has blossoms of this sort 
Though sound at core, she is old wood. 
If freemen hate her, one retort 
She has; bat one I-* Yon aro my Mood.' 
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XXXV 

A poet, half a prophet, roee 
In recent days, and called for power. 
I love him ; bnt his moontain prose— 
His A^ and vaUej and wild flower— 

XXXVI 

Proclaimed oar weakness, not its source. 
What medidne for disease had he? 
Whom summoned for a show of force? 
Ou: titofaur aristocracy t 

XXXVII 

Why, these are gntat at City feasts; 
Prom City riches mainly rise: 
Tis well to bear them, wlien the beasts 
That die forns they eulogise I 

XXXVIII 

But these, of aU the liveried crew 
Obeisant in Mammon's walk. 
Most deferent ply the fiidal screw, 
The spinal bend, submis s i ve talk. 

XXXIX 

Small fear that they will run to books 
(At least the better form of seed) t 
I, too, have hoped from their good looks, 
And febles of their Northman breed ;— 

XL 

Have hoped that they the land would head 
In acts magnanimous ; but, lo. 
When feinting heroes beg for bread 
Th^ frown: where they are driven they go. 
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XLI 

Good heattb, mj frieiid t and naj jour lot 
Be cheerfnl o'er the 'Weftern rounds. 
This bnttef^woman's marketFtrot 
Of verse is paasfais: iiutffcet4xmiids. 



XLII 

Adieu 1 the son sets; he is gone. 
On banks of f Off fidnt hues extend : 
Adien I brinff back a brsTer dawn 
To Bngtand, and to me mj friend. 

NovenOferlUhtWBfl. 



ON THE DANGER OP WKR 

Avert, High "Visdoni, never vain^ wooed, 
This threat of "Var, that shows a land brain-sick 
When nations gahi the pitch where rhetoric 
Seems reason thej are ripe for cannon's food. 
Dark looms the issue though the cause be good, 
But with the doubt 'tis our old devil's trick. 
O now the down-slope of the lunatic 
Illumine lest we redden of that brood. 
For not since man in his first view of thee 
Ascended to the heavens giving sign 
WitUn him of deep sky and sounded sea. 
Did he unfoifdthig th j laws transgress ; 
In perfl of his blood his ears incUne 
To drums whose loudness is theh: emptiness. 
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TO CARDINAL MANNING 

I, wakefnl for the ikjlailc voice in men, 

Or straining: for the angel of the light, 

Rebnked am I by hongry ear and si^it, 

When I behold one hunp that throngh oar fen 

Goes hourly where most ndiome ; hear again 

A tongne that loathaomenew wfll not aftigfat 

Prom speaking to the sool of ns forthright 

What things onr craven senses keep firon ken. 

This is the doing of the Christ ; the way 

He went on earth ; the service above gnUe 

To prop a tyrant creed : it sings, it shines; 

Cries to the Mammonites : Allay, allay 

Snch miseiy as by these present signs 

Brings vengeance down ; nor them who roose revile. 



TO CHILDREN : FOR TYRANTS 



Strike not thy dog with a stick t 

I did it yesterday: 
Not to undo though I gained 
The Paradise: heavy it rained 

On Kobold's flanks, and he lay. 



II 

Little Bnmo, onr long-ear pop, 

Prom his hont had come back to my heeL 
I heard a sharp worrying sound, 
And Bruno foamed on the ground, 

With Kot^ as maldng a meaL 
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III 

I did wbat I conld not undo 

"Vere the gates of the Paradise shot 
BeUndme: I deemed it was Jnst 
I left Kobf croached hi the dost, 

I jards from the woodman's hot 



IV 

He bewfaimpered lihi welting, and I 

Scarce thought it enough for him : so, 

By degrees, throngh the npper boz-grove, 

Within me an old stoiy hove, 

Ofamanandadog: yon shall know. 



V 

The dog was of novel bleed, 

The Shannon retriever, ontried : 
His master, an old Irish lord, 
In an oaken armchahr snored 
At midnight, whisky beside. 



VI 

Perched op a desolate tower, 

Where the black stonn-wind was a wh^ 
To set it nigh spinning, these two 
Were alone, Uke the last of a crew, 

Oatwom in a wave-beaten sh^^ 



VII 

The dog lifted mosde, and sniffed; 

He qoitted his conch on the mg, 
Hose to floor, nose aloft ; whined, barked ; 
And finding the signals unmarked. 

Caught a hand hi a death-grapple tug. 



283 



SCATTERED POEMS 

VIII 

He polled tOl his maiter Jmnped 

For fary of wrath, and laid on 
With tiie length of a tonerfa knotted staff; 
Fit to drive the life fljins: Uke chaff, 

And leave a sheer carcase anoo. 



IX 

That done, he sat, panted, and cnrsed 

The vile cross of this bmte: nev er mo re 
Woold he house it to rear soch a cor I 
The dog: drBe:s:ed Us legs, pained to stir. 

Eyed Us master, dropped, barked at the door. 



X 

Then Us msster raised head too, and sniffed : 
It strode him the dog had a sense 

That honoored both dam and sire. 

Yoo have goessed how the tower was afire. 
The Shannon retri eve r dates thence. 



XI 

I mosed : saw the pop ease Us heart 

Of Us histhict f or chasfaig, and shik 
Overwrooght by exci t em e nt so new : 
A scene that for Koby to view, 

Was the seisore of nerves in a Unk. 



XII 

And part sympathetic, and part 

Imitativdy, raged my poor bmte ; 
And I, not tUnUng of ill. 
Doing eviUer: nerves are still 

Onr savage too qoick at the root. 
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XIII 

Thej sinriiis: us : I proved it, albeit 

I played ezecntioiier then 
For diidpUne, justice, the Uke. 
Yoo stick I had handj to strike, 

Should have warned of the tyrant hi men. 



XIV 

Yon read hi your History books, 

How the Prince in his youth had a mind 
For governing gently his land. 
Ah, the use of that weapon at hand. 

When the temper is other than kind I 



XV 

At home all was well; Koby'sribs 

Hot so sore as my thoughts : if, beguiled, 
He forgives me, his crimhial air 
Throws a shade of Llewellyn's de^air 
For the hound slain for saving his child. 



A STAVE OP ROVING TIM 

(Addressed to certain friendly Tramps) 



The whid hi East, the wfaid is West, 

Blows hi and out of haven ; 
The wfaid that blows is tiie wfaid that 's best. 

And croak, my joUy raven ! 
If here awhile we jigged and laughed, 

The Uke we will do yonder ; 
For he's the man who masters a craft. 

And lii^ as alord can wander. 
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So, foot the meMiire, Roving: Tim, 
And croak, mj joOy raven 1 

The wind according to its wbim 
Is in and out of haven. 

II 

Yon live in rows of snug abodes, 

With gold, maybe, for counting: ; 
And mhie 's the beck of the ndn j roads 

Against the son amounting. 
I take the da J as it behaves, 

Hor shiver wlien tis ahy ; 
Bat comes a breese, aU yon are on waves, 
Sick rhickens o' Mother Carey t 

So, now for next, cries Roving Tim, 

And croak, my jolly raven ! 
The wind according to its whim 
Is in and out of haven. 

Ill 

Sweet bMs, yon screw a lovely leer. 

To make a man cons i der. 
If yon were np with the auctioneer, 

I'd be a handsome bidder. 
Bnt wedlock dips the rover's wing ; 

She tridcs hhn fly to upiAtt; 
And ndien we get to fights hi the Ring, 
It 's tmmps when yon play outsider. 

So, wrench and ^t, cries Roving Tim, 

And croak, my jofly raven I 
The wind according to its whim 
Is hi and out of haven. 

IV 

Along my winding way I know 

A shady deU that '8 winUng ; 
The very comer for Self and Co 

To do a world of thinking. 
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And shall I this? and shall I that ? 
Till Hatnre answcis, nether I 
Strike match and light yonr pipe hi your hat, 
Rejoidng hi souid shoe-leather I 
So lead along, cries Roving Tim, 

And croak, mj jolly raven ! 
The wind according to its wfahn 
Is in and out of haven. 



A conning hand 'U hand yon bread, 

Wittk fireedom for yonr capers. 

I 'm not so snre of a cunning head ; 

It steers to pits or vaponrs. 
But as for Life, we 11 bear hi sight 

The lesson Nature teaches ; 
Regard it hi a sailoring light, 
And treat it like thirsty leeches. 

So, fly yonr jib, cries Rovhig Thn, 
And top yonr boom, old raven t 
The wfaid acconUng to its whhn 
Is hi and out of haven. 



VI 

Shell take, to please her dame and dad. 

The shopman nicely shaven. 
Shell learn to tUnk o' the marching lad 
When perchers show they 're craven. 
Yon say the shopman piles a heap, 

While I perhaps am Casting ; 
And bkss yonr wits, it haunts hhn hi sleep, 
Hfai tin-ketUe chance of lasting I 

So hail the road, cries Rovhig Thn, 

And hail the rain, okl raven I 
The wind according to its whim 
Is hi and out of haven. 
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VII 

He '8 half a wife, yon pecker bfll ; 
A book and Ukewiae preacher. 
'With any sonl, in a game of skill, 
He 11 prove yonr over-readier. 
The reason is, his brains are bent 
On doing things right sfaigle. 
Yon 'd wish for them when pitching joor tent 
At night hi a whirly dhigle I 

So, off we go, cries Roving Tim, 

And on we go, old raven I 
The wind according to its whim 
Is in and out of haven. 



VIII 

Lord, no, man's lot is not for bliss ; 

To call it woe is blindness : 
It's here a kick, and it's there a kiss. 

And here and there a kindness. 
He starts a hare and calls her joy ; 
He runs her down to sorrow : 
The dogs within him bother the boy, 
Bnt tis a new day to-morrow. 

So, I at hehn, cries Roving Tim, 

And yon at bow, old raven I 
The wind according to its whim 
Is hi and ont of haven. 



ON HEARING THE NEWS PROM VENICE 

(The Death of Robert Browning) 

Now dumb is he who waked the world to speak, 
And voiceless hangs the world beside his bier. 
Our words are sobs, onr cry of praise a tear : . 
We are the smitten mortal, we the weak. 
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We Me a ipirit oa BtrtM lofttoifc peidt 

Shine, and wteg hence the way henwiw nmit deer: 

See a great Tree of Life that never aevt 

Dropped leaf ibr aaght that age or atocBM night Wfeak* 

Soch ending is not Death: anch living ifaom 

Vhat wide flhnninaHon htfefatneaa ahada 

Prom one Wg heart, to cooqaer man'a old foea : 

The coward, and the tyrant, and the force 

Of all thoae weedy monsters raiahig heada 

When Song is mark teem q^ringa of toffiid aoorce. 

2>eo0mAerl8» 1880. 



THE RIDDLE FOR MEN 

I 

Thia Riddle rede or die, 

Saya History aince onr Flood, 

To warn her sons of powers- 
It can be troth, it can be lie ; 
Be parasite to twist awry ; 
The dronthy vampire for yoor blood ; 
The fonntain of the allver flower ; 
A brand, a hire, a web, a creat ; 
Supple of wax or tempered steel ; 
The spur to honour, snake hi neat : 
Tia aa yon will with it to deal ; 

To wear upon the breaat. 

Or trample under heel. 

II 

And read yon not aright, 

Saya Nature, stOl in red 

ShaU History's tale be writ t 
For aolely thua you lead to light 
The trailhig chapters she must write, 
And pass my fiery teat of dead 
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Or lifiiifl: ttnoagh the linnuice-pit : 
Diiliiiked firom wbo the tofter hold 
In f^tip of bnite» md brate renwln z 
Of vdioni the woefiil tale is told, 
How ibr one short Snttanic reign. 
Thehr bodies lapse to mould. 
Their souls behowl the plain. 
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